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PUBLISHERS' PREFACE 




PPRECIATING the need of a Popular Musical Collection at moderate 
cost, the Publishers have engaged an Editor of acknowledged ability 
to gather together a choice and varied collection of musical master- 
pieces suitable to all tastes. 

There is usually in every household one member gifted with 
the art divine; and in this advanced age the desire for a musical education is 
universal. 

This beautiful collection surpasses in originality and artistic style anything 
before attempted. The idea of illustrating music and adding a biographical sketch 
of the composer and author is entirely original, and will be fully appreciated by the 
public. 

Our collection contains many compositions by the best American Authors and 
Composers, members of the Manuscript Society of the United States. The words 
of many of our vocal selec- 
tions are by American Poets, 
most of whom are living; and 
we have been so careful in 
their selection that every one 
of them will be worthy ot 
the company in which it is 
placed. 

We believe that this 
work will benefit and enrich 
every lover of music, and that 

our Editor will be held in grateful remembrance for the collection of real gems of 
vocal and instrumental music herewith presented. 

We desire to express our thanks for courtesies received from publishers who 
hold the copyright of many of the songs included in this work— Messrs. Oliver 
Ditson & Co., Boston; William A. Pond & Co., New York; G. Shirmer, New York; 
T. B. Harms & Co., New York; G. Brainard's Sons, Chicago; The John Church 
Co.. Cincinnati, as well as the authors and composers. We also desire to 
express our appreciation of courtesies extended in various ways by Messrs. Estes 
& Luiriat of Boston; The Century Co.; Harper & Bros.; Houghton Mifllin & Co.. 
and others. 

THE PUBLISHERS 
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CRADLE SONG. 



Ab a distinct and noteworthy element among American musicians of the younger school, Rboinald 
DeKoven, witliin a very few years since he besan his musical career, has acquired an enviable reputation in the 
fields of composition and musical critidsm. Though still a young tnan, he is known throughout the country as 
the composer of several successful operas 
—one or which, " Robin Hood," reached 
its two-thousandth performance within 
five years after its first production ; his 
lyric songs, which were graceful, scholar- 
ly, and characteristically original, were 
sung everywhere; and the musical cri- 
tiques which he contributes to the period- 
ical and daily press are regarded as the 
expression of sound and discriminating 
opinions on the current music of the day. 
To assiduous musical study he had added 
a brood and liberal general culture, and 
these, with an engaging personality, and 
good social standing, stimulated an ex- 
ceptional interest in the career of this 
composer of many delightful works. 

He first came before the public as a 
composcT in 1881, when he was in his 
tweiitv-seoond year. At this time ap- 
pearei) ** Maijorie Daw," of which he 
wn)te both words ami musia During 
the next fifteen years be composed in- 
dantriously, producing more than one 
hundred songs, half a dosen operas and 
many minor works. 

Reginald deKoven was bom in Mid- 
dlet4>wn. Conn., in 1859. His musical 
ability was early recognized ; and when 
fourteen years of age ne was sent to Ger- 
many, where he studied the piano under 
Wilhelm SpidI at Stuttgart After a 
short fieriod of devotion to musical studies 
he abandonetl his original intention of 
lMH*<»tninga professional pianist and en- 
tenil St, John's College, Ox ford, Englnr<l; 
fn>ni which institution he graduated with 
honors in 1879. He then returned to 
tlie continent, resunml the study of the 
piano in Stuttgart, counterpoint in Frank- 
furt, and singing in Florence umler the 
renowned Vannumni. urnivALD dk kovkx. 

His first operatic venture was ''Cupid, Hymen A Co./' wlilrh wiis never publicly perfomic«l ; ImU the 
** |^»giim," which followetl, was prnducxtl under Col. MK'auir«4 iimnn^nient ami wan highly Muwshful. 
This so enr*Minige<l the younu; conijMistT that he n*tume«l to Kuro|)e aiMl stinlii^il o|)eratic cximpoe^ition for 
a long time under Kii4ianl (lenee in Vienna; and while umler (fi»nee's instniction he a>mp<>«Hl "Don 
(iuixote." In June, IHIH), his greatest work, ami the work tliat ha«< U'cn calltxl the gn^ati-s^t American 
o|s'ni, ** K4»l)in HiKsl." wus fininjieil, and this wn-* followiil bv **The KnickerlnKkerH," "The Fencing 
Master," in lH02and "The Algtriun," in 1H93; ami in the following year " Itib Roy" nml "Tlie Txijfane" 
ap|)eared, making a total of hix nmxtM^ful omnitic nnxliiction*' in as manv 
•uiigs are : " Oh ! Promise Me ; " " A Winter a Lullaby ; " *• Pen^ian Love Song ; 




V years. Among hi** principal 
KHig ; "^ Little iKiris ; " •• Indian 
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Love Song ; " « My Love Will Come To-day ; *' and " Cradle 
Song/* The words of the latter are by Thomas Bailey 
Aldrich. 

In 1884 Mr. DeKoven married the eldest daughter of 
Senator Farwell of Chieago, a lady of marked literary at- 
tainments. The home of the DeKovens is thus one of 
culture and refinement^ — a literary and musical centre. In 
1891 he became musical critic of the New York World. 
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Ere the moon b^ns to rise, 

Or a star to shine, 
All the bluebells close their eyes j 
So close thine, 

Thine, dear, thine; 
Sleep, love, sleep. 
Slumber deep ; 
So sleep. 



Birds are sleeping in the nest, 
On the swaying bough ; 
Thus, ngainst the mother's breast. 
So sleep thou, 
So sleep thou ; 
Sleep, so sleep ; 
So sleep. 
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THE BONNIE BLUE FLAG. 

One of the moet famoos war songs of the South was " The Bonnie Blue Flag.*' Like " Dixie," it 
began its popular career in New Orleans. The words were written by an Irish (>)median, Mr. Habby 
McCarthy; and the song was first sung by his sister. Miss Marion McCarthy, in the Variety Theatre in 
New Orleans, in 1861. The tune is an old and popular melody, ''The Irish Jaunting Car." Parton the 

historian, enumerating the annoyances to 
^ which the Federal soidierB were subjected 



in New Orleans, during General Butler's 
administration, says: "Pkuties of ladies 
upon balconies of nouses would turn their 




^ backs when soldiers were passing, while 

^ one of them would run in to the piano, 

and play '' The Bonnie Blue FUig '' with 

the ener^ that lovely woman knows how 

to throw mto a performance of that kind." 
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We are a band of brothers, and native to the soil. 

Fighting for our liberty, with treasure, blood and toil; 

And when our rights were threatened, the cry rose near and fiur. 

Hurrah for the &>nnie Blue Flag, that bears a Single Star I 

CHORU& 

Hurrah! Hurrah! for Southern Rights Hurrah! 

Hurrah! for the Bonnie Blue Fkg that bears a Single Star I 

As long as the Union was faithful to her trust, 

Like friends and like brethren kind were we and just; 

But now when Northern treachery attempts our rights to nuu*. 

We hoist on high the Bonnie Blue Fhig that bears a Single Star. 

Chorus. — Hurrah! ete. 

Fintt, gallant South Carolina nobly nuule the stand; 

Then came Alabama, who took her by the hand; 

Next, quickly MiMrtissippi, Geoma and Florida, 

All raised on high the Bonnie Blue Flag that bears a Single Star. 

CHoRru. — Hurrah! €to. 

Ye men of valor, gather round the Banner of the Rights 

Texas and fair Louisiana, join us in the figlit; 

Davis, our loved Presideut, and Stephens, Statesmen rare, 

Now rally round the Bonnie Blue Flag that bears a Sint^le Star. 

CiioRUB. — Hurrah! €to» 

And here's to brave Virginia! the Old Dominion State 

With the yoimg Confederacy at length has linked her fate; 

Im|ielleil by her example, now another State pr.'pare 

To hoi^t on high the Bonnie Blue Flag that bears a Single Star. 

CuoRCB. — Hurrah! dc 

Then cheer, boys, raise the joyous shout. 
For Arkansas and North Carolina now have both gone out; 
An<l let another nHi^ing diwr for Tennes^nce lie given; 
The Single Star of the Bonnie Blue FUg has grown to be Eleven. 

Choruh. — Hurrah! de. 

Then hen*'-* to our CVmfwlerac^', strong we are and brave, 
Like patri<its of <ild, we'll figlit our heritage to save; 
And rather than •mbmit to hhame, to die we would prefer; 
So cheer for the Bonnie Blue* Fhtg that Ixtmi a Single Star. 

CHoRrti. 
Hurrah! Hurrah! for Southern Rights, hurrah! 
Hurrah! for the Bonnie Blue Fhig has gain*d th' Eleventh Start 
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WAKE NOT. BUT HEAR ME, LOVE. 

The words of this song are taken from one of the most notable contributions made to American litera- 
ture during the past twenty years — the story of " Ben Hur/' by General Lew Wallace. The literary value of 
this work was paralleled by its commercial success, which was immediate and enormous. The author had lived 
a long, and useful life before he turned to literature, and had a further distinguished career still before him. 

General Wallace was born in Brookville, Indiana, 
April 10, 1827, the son of a graduate and former pro- 
fessor at the Military Academy at West Point He 
was supplementing a common school education with a 
course of law study, when the Mexican war oocured, 
and he engaged in the struggle as FirstLieutenant in an 
Indiana raiment. He practised law on his return 
from the war, and served four years in the Senate of 
his State. When the war of the Rebellion broke out, 
he was appointed Adjutant-General of Indiana, and 
soon after went to the fi*ont as colonel of a regiment, 
serving with such gallantry that within six months he 
became a Brigadier-general. His military service was 
eminent throughout the war. At its close he sat on 
the courts martial that tried the assassins of President 
Lincoln and Captain Wirz of the Andersonville prison. 
He served as Territorial Governor of Utah, 1878-81, 
and in the latter year was appointed U. S. Minister to 
Turkey. Some years previously, in 1873, he had pub- 
lished his first novel, "The Fair God." This was 
followed in 1881 with " Ben Hur." In 1888 he wrote 
the life of Benjamin Harrison, and in the same year 
published " The Boyhood of Christ*' The fruits of his 
residence in Turkey appeared in the publication of 
"The Prince of India ^' in 1893. 

The music of this song is the composition of George 
Laurie Osgood, an American tenor singer, composer 
and teacher of vocal music. Mr. Osgood was bom in 
Chelsea, Mass., in 1844. In early manhood he b^:an 
to utilize professionally an excellent tenor voice. After 
studying the organ and counterooint with the veteran 
Prof. J. K. Paine, he went to Europe for futher study 
with eminent teachers, among whom his instructor in the German Lied was the great master of that form of 
music, Robert Franz. A successful concert tour in Germany preceded his return in 1892 to America, where 
for two seasons he sang in the concerts given by Theodore Thomas. Since that time he has taught music in 
Boston, has conducted the Boylston Club since 1875, has been the choir master at Emanuel Church since 
1882, and has written many songs which have had and have merited success. 
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WHAT WILL YOU DO, LOVE? 



Both the words and the music of this soug were written by Samuel Lover, for his entertainment 
called " Irish Evenings." 
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-TO DIANEME.- 

SONG FOR TENOR. 

Thb wonls of thin noofc, to which ProfcMor PrrEB A. Schxbckeb has wedded an exprarive and 1171D- 
pathetic tuna, were writteo br R«>bert Herri<*k, one of the moat exqai<iite of the early lyrical poeta of 
Edgland. He waa bom in London in 1591 ; and died at Dean Prior, in Devonahire, in 1674. Of thia 
latter place he waa vicar for about twenty yeari, from 1629 ; preaching, he aaya, to a " wild amphibious race, 
rude almost as savafres, and cfaorlinb as the seas.'' He was ejected by the storms of the civil war ; and was 
replaced, after the KestonUion, at about the Mf^ of seventy. Daring the interim, he lived in his native 
lioodoo ; where he published the wild, Ixiunding, Bowing vctwm that have come to us like the notes of a song 
which lingers in the mind and takes its place in the memory forever. 
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-TO DIANEME.- 

SONG FOR TENOR. 

Thb wortki of thin iioof^, to which PmfeMior Peteh A. Schxbckeb has wedded an exprarive and 1171D- 
pathetic tuna, were writteu by R«)BKRt Herrkic, ooe of the moat ezqai<iite of the early lyrical poeta of 
Edgbuid. He wan born in London in 1591 ; and died at Dean Prior, in Devooahirey in 1674. Of thia 
latter place he waa vicar for about twenty yeari, fhxn 1629 ; preaching, he flays, to a '^ wild amphibious race, 
rode almost as savages, and churlish as the seas.'' He wsa ejected by the storms of the oivil war ; and was 
replaced, after the Restoration, at about the age of seventy. During the interim, he lived in his native 
lioodoo ; where he published the wild, bounding, flowing vcrmi that have oome to us like the notes of a song 
which lingers in the mind and takes its place in the memory forever. 
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HE HAS PLOUGHED HIS LAST FURROW. 

(BALUD FOR BASS OR BARITONE.) 




The oompoeer of this son^, Adam Geibel, has been known for mme yeam an the writer of many 
diarmin^ songs and oompositions for the piana It is a remarkable circamstance that his munical education 
was acquired and his profewional reputation established under the limitation resulting from a total blindne!«, 
which came upon him in early childhood. He was bom in Germany in 1855 and came to America in 1862 
with his parents, who settled in Philadelphia, the city where he follows his musical career. He was educated 
at the admirable Institution for the Blind of that city, where on the completion of his studies he was 
appointed an assistant teacher on the violin and organ, a position which he resigned in 1875. His musical 
instructor was D. D. Wood, a church oi^ganist ami musical director who qualiBed his pupil for a similar 
position in one of the iai^ city churches. Mr. GeibeFs first compunition was published in 1874, and since 
that time he has producra much music of exceptionally gvKxl oualitv. Some of his songs are: '* Orange 
Blossoms '• ( walU song,) "The Fisherman's Bride,'' " Tis Better Thus to Part," " Bring Me a Letter from 
Home," ''Beneath the Summer Skies," ''The Biitlie and the Violet," "On the Moonlit Stream," a fine 
^Centennial Ode," etc. 

The words of this song are by Josiah D. Canning. 
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1. Oq a greea grass -y knoll, by the banks of the brook, That so long and so of -ten haa 

2. Ton tree, that with fra - grance is fill - ing the air, So rich with its blossoms, so 
8. There's the well that he dog, with its wa - ters so cold. With its wet, dripping back-et, so 



^ i jjj jji^ 



^r*f 




p^ 



c/Cir 



J J i 



ZJEtL 



$ 



^ 



^^^m 



^ 



^ • 

wa • tered his flock, The old farm • er rests in his long and last sleep, While the 

thrif • ty and fair. By his own hand was plant - ed, and well did he say, It woold 

mos • sy and old, No more from its depths by the pa - tri-arch drawn. For the 
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live when its plant - er had mouldered a -way. He has ploughed his last furrow, has reaped his last grain; No 

"pitch -er is brok - en,'' the old man is gone. He has ploughed his last furrow, has reaped his last grain; No 
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OUR LITTLE KING. 



EnoEKE Field, the writer of the words of this song, was bom in St. Louis in the year 1850, and died 
in Chicago on the morning of November 4, 1896. His career, a bright and fruitful one, appeared to have 
been cut short of possible attainments. His work was well esteemed while living bj a wide circle of 
friends, many of whom knew him only through the columns of the newspaper with which he was last 
connected. There is at present an increasing demand for his published works, especially the '' Love-Songs 
of Childhood,'^ the first edition of which sold rapidly. His life occupation was that of a journalist. The 
cast and fiber of his mind were those of a poet In a large and happy sense he was a humorist The critics 
will classify him with the ** minor poets," but his admiring readers will give little heed to the distinction. 
Every true poet is a master to the hearts that are thrilled by his lines. The author of "Little Boy Blue'' 
and " Wynken, BIynken and Nod" is above criticism in many credulous hearts. The most popular of his 
published works are "A Little Book of Western Verse," "A Little Book of Profitable Tales" and 
** Ijove-Songs of Childhood." His last work, " Ex;hoes from a Sabine Farm " contained a collection of 
translations from the Latin and was issued as an Edition de Luxe, with illustrations by Edward H. Grarrett 
It was printed for private circulation. 

Although partly educated in the East, and cosmopolitan in mind. Field's ruling tendencies were to 
Western ways and modes of thoughts. Yet we can readily understand how with his breadth of culture, 
other associations and surroundings might have inclined his powers in quite other channels. But the 
controlling habits and style of his thought are plain. Even in one of his finest tales, " Ezra's Thanksgivin' 
out West," while Ezra ia made to see in tlie shadows of his firelight on the hearth his former New England 
home with its fondly remembered scenes and Thanksgiving memories, the picture is yet a perfect reflection 
of many a Western home and its associations on Thanksgiving Day. At least such an one rises very clear 
in the memory of the writer, as he reads the beautiful reminiscence in Ezra's fireside dream. 

The new lesson in our literary and artistic life as a nation, teaches that there are distinctive features of 
Western life and experience which afford full inspiration to poetic minds in touch with them. They are a 
life and experience quite new to the world, or at least unlike anything that has hitherto found expression in 
poetic language. They differ from them in their freedom from the supernatural found in the fancies and 
fables of the old time life of the world and wrought into its art and literature. In them nature and human 
nature are released from illusions that in earlier time filled the imaginative works of poets and artists. Our 
native poet, bom to the soil, into the light of modem days, sees things and life as they are^ and in his not less 
gifted way, sings their actions and their qualities to melodious measures. 

Such native poets are James Whitcomb Kiley and Eugene Field. Their art fraught with the qualities 
of real life, of homely sentiments, of the pure passions of simple hearts, unmixed with fantasies of imaginary 
beings, when put into poetic numi)ers have a charm that only the true sung in verse can give. This is a 
characteristic of Riley's songs. In the poetry and prose-poetry of Eugene Field we find too, everywhere, 
the same ohararteristics. But we meet with sonuHhing more than the distinctive features of modem Westem 
life in Field's songs. We find hero, not only new, but old acquaintances. We find not only the plain, the 
rude and uncultivaUn] life of the New World, but also the cultured life of the Old World. For Field had 
a mind trained in literary lore. He hml a po^tnion for and a knowledge of books. He makes intimate 
friends and aoquaintanocH of them, and lives in them many happy hours. He sings their praises in many 
of his l)cst verses. Eugene Field's most striking quality of mind, as (loet and writer, seems to be his ability 
to adapt the culture and knowlulgc* of a full and well-trained intellecTt to the plain and common as well as 
the so called little things of life. There is no n\in*r ninrk of genius than the {xiwer of a full grown mind, 
by virtue of its strength, to lNHY>mo as that of a little child. Everywhere in the works of Eugene Field, are 
seen the evidences of this singular gift. 

Mary Knight Wood, the coni|M)N<Tof the music of this soiij^, IIv««s in New York, surrounded by a 
very delightful circle of musical friends. Hhe wih iHirii In Mii*«MiirliM*M'(tA nnti ntudiul with B. J. Lang 
in Boston and with A. U. Parsons and J. H. (/ornell, in N«*w York. Ilcr s4»n^M an^ always |M)pular and are 
all strongly characteristia 
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When oar babe he go - eth walk - ing in his gar - den. 
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When our habe be ji^oeth walking in his ganleo, 
Around his tinkling fetH the sun«beams play; 

Thf posiea they are g^Mxi to htm, 

And DOW tliero as they should to him, 
As fareth him upon his kinglv way ; 

Ami binllingH of the wckmI to hiro 
Make mitftio, f^^ntle muHJo all the day, 

When our bobe lie goeth walking in the gardin. 



When our babe be goetb swinging in hia cradle, 
The night it looketh ever sweetly down ; 

The little stars are kind to him, 

The moon she hath a mind to him, 

And layetb on his bead a golden crown, 

And singetfa then the wind to him, 

A song, the gentle song of Bethlemtown, 

When our babe be goeth swinging in his cndle. 



Digitized by 



Google 



30 



JAMIE'S ON THE STORMY SEA. 
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1. Ere the twi - light bat was flit - ting, Id the sun - set, at her knit - ting, 
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And as day - light died be - fore ns, And the ves - per star shone o'er 
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Ere the twilight bat was flitting, 
In the sunsety at her knitdngi 
Sang a lonely maiden, sitting 

Underneath her threshold tree ; 
And as daylight died before um, 
And the vesper star shone o'er us, 
Fitful rose her tender chorus, 

" Jamie's on the stormy sea." 

Curfew bells, remotely ringing, 
Mingled with that sweet voice singing, 
And the last red ray seemed clinging 

Lingeringly to tower and tree. 
Nearer as I came, and nearer. 
Finer rose the notes, and clearer ; 
Oh! 'twas charming thus to hear her,— 

^ Jamie's on the stormy sea." 
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Blow, thou west wind, blandly hover, 
Round the bark that bears my lover; 
Blow, and wafl him softly over 

To his own dear home and me ; 
For when night winds rend the willow. 
Sleep forsakes my lonely pillow. 
Thinking of the raging billow, — 

** Jamie's on the stormy sea." 

How could I but list, but linger, 
To the song, and near the singer, 
8w(K»tly wooing heaven to bring her 

Jamie from the stormy sea. 
And while yet her lips did name me. 
Forth I sprang, my heart o'ercame me, 
**(»ri(*ve no more, love, I am Jamie, 

Home returmnl to love and thee." 
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NELLY WAS A LADY. 

This well-known and popular song was written and oompoeed by Stephen C. FoerrKB. 
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dark Vir • gin - ny bride. 
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Now Vm uQ-hAp-py aod Fm weep • ing Cmo't iota de cot -ton- wood no more; 

Last night, while Nel* ly wma a sleep- ing, Demth came a knock- in* at de door. 
3rd VKB8K. 
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Seem'd like de light ob day a dawn • ing, Jist Yore de son be • gin to ri«e. 
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Close by de margin obde wa- ter, 
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Whar de looe weeping willow grows 
Darhb*d Virgtnny*8lubly dao^htcr; 
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Dar she in death may find repose. 
Down in de meadow mong de clolier, 
Walk wid my Nelly by my bide; 



Now all dem happy days am o- l>er, 
Fare-well my dark Viiyinny bride. 
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THE GARDEN OLD. 




Hexry K. Hadley, the composer of this sweet song, was born in Somerville, Mass., in 1871. His 
musical ability was early made manifest, and at the age of twelve he commenced compasition. Stephen 
Emery of the New England Conservatory was Mr. Hadley's first tutor | he afterward studied counterpoint 
with G. W. Chad wick, and the violin with C. N. Allen. During 1894 Mr. Hadley went to Europe and 
located in Vienna, where he became pupil successively of Eusebius Mandyczewski and Herman Csillag. 
He pursued his studies with marked devotion for a year, when he returned to America to accept the position 
of Musical Director at St. Paul's School, Grarden City, L. I. Mr. Hadley's compositions comprise over 
seventy five songs, a string trio, a string Quartette, a violin sonata, an operetta, a concert overture, "Hector 
and Ajidromache" and two ballet suites for orchestra and three dramatic ballades for chorus and orchestra. 
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WILDWOOD FLOWERS. 



The swinging, easy melody to which these favorite 
ven^^ of afiection are sung has been in existence for a 
hing time!, and is supposed to be of German origin. 
Thi* prrjf^nt arrangement of the music is by Mr. J. C. 
Mact, of Boston. 
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or- chis ia spread; I gathered them all for yoa, I gathere<l them aU for yon. 

bright hoes of gold; But none are so fair to me But none are to fair to me. 
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ALLIE DARLING. 



Hart Pease Danks, who oompoeed the music of this song, to the words of J. T. Ruti.edoe, has the 
curious distiuction of beiug almost equally well-known as a church singer, a writer of effective church music, 
and the composer of songs which a^^ popular on the street and on the minstrel sta^. Several of these sonss 
have had a phenomenal success, ''Silver Threads Among the Gold" having not only had a sale of about half 
a million copies, but having almost added a phrase to the English language in popular use. So industriously 
has Mr. Danks composed, not far from fifteen hundred separate works have been published. Some of these 
have appeared under names assumed for the purpose, *' Arthur Dana," "H. Leighton," "Greorge Randall" 
and " Charles Dupont " being among them. An opera, '* Pauline " (1872) is one of his secular works. As a 
writer of church music he has perhaps done his best work musically^ and many of his anthems are in exten* 
sive use by the choirs of this country. Mr. Danks was bom in New Haven, Conn., in 1834. Having 
studied music in Saratoga, N. Y. he settled in Chicago as a choir leader and conductor of choral societies. 
Removing 'East in 1864, be appeared frequently as a bass singer on the concert stage and filled choir positions 
in many churches in New York and Brooklyn. As a composer he is self-taught, and achieved success by 
attempting to produce effects which tus practical experience as a performer taught him were possible and 
desirable. 
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1. Al - lie dar-liiig,blae-€jed Al - lie. 
S. Son - shine glisteo'd on the wa - ters 
S-Tis a year since last we part - ed, 



Do yon not re-mem-ber well. 

Of the lit - tie purMng stream, 

And I madeyoa promise this: — 
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Birds were singing in the tree • tops, 
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I seard it with a kiss; 
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Sweet • est flow-ersbloom'da - roand 
And at night the sil- ?'it moon 



May oar life be one 
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As it was in days gone by,- 
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I, you and I. 



P=^ 



X-l-JLll 



:t?=4c 



hap - py, will be hap - py, 



Al - lie, dar - ling, yoa 



and 



P 




11' ^ »" ^" 



2 i:^ 



7—r 



M£S 



J J J J / 



7~r 



rati 



i 



I 




G=i: 



! I 



r ^LJ ^ 



m 



^::rj^ 



Z 



^ Ending. 



^ 



jf_#_f t-jf-*- 









h^^P*^ 



* 



^^ 



i 



Digitized by 



Google 




AN K'.M'll \N -IN'. IN'. '.IKl. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



47 



MARYLAND. MY MARYLAND. 




Jameb Ryder Randall, author of 
the woitk of " Maryland, my Mary- 
land/' was bom in Baltimore, on New 
Year's day, 1839. He was educated at 
Greorgetown College, District of Co- 
lumbia, and when quite young went to 
Louisiana and edited a newspaper at 
Point Coup^ From there he went to 
New Orleans, where he was engaged 
upon The Sunday Defia, and in April, 
1861, he wrote his song, '' Maryland, 
my Maryland." At the close of the 
war he became editor of The CkmdUu- 
tionalidf published at Augusta, Georgia. 

'' Maryland, my Maryland," first 
published in Baltimore, was set to the 
fine German Burschenlied which begins: 

O TanneDlMMiiu, O TanneubMiiii, 
Wie giiiD Bind deine Hliitter! — 

Longfellow's translation of which *' O 
hemlock tree," etc., is well known. ** My 
Maryland" became the finest Iwttle- 
song of the Southern Confederacy dur- 
ing the war. 
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2. Hark I to a wan - d'ring son's ap - fieal, 

3. Thou wilt not cow - er in the dtutt^ 
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torch is at thy tern - pie door, 
Moth • er - State, to thee 1 kneel, 
beam - ing sword shall nev - er rust, 
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Ma - ry - landl My Ma - ry - landl For 

Ma - ry - landl My Ma - ry - landl Re - 
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yenge the pa - tri - ot - ic gore That fleck'd the streets of Bal - ti - more, And 

life and death, for woe and weal, Thy peer - less chiv - al - ry re - Teal, And 

mem - ber Car - rol's sa - cred tmst. Be • mem - ber How - ard's war - like thmst, And 
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The despot's heel is on thy shore, 

Maryland! My Maryland! 
His torch is at thy temple door, 

Maryland ! My Maryland ! 
Avenge the patriotic gore 
That flecked the streets of Baltimore, 
And be the battle queen of yore, 

Maryland ' My Maryland ! 

Hark ! to a wandering son's appeal, 

Maryland ! My Maryland ! 
My Mother-State, to thee I kneel, 

Maryland I My Maryland ! 
For life and death, for woe and weal. 
Thy peerless chivalry reveal. 
And gird thy beauteous limbs with steel, 

Maryland! My Maryland! 

Thou wilt not cower in the dust, 

Maryland! My Maryland! 
Thy beaming sword shall never rust, 

Maryland ! My Maryland ! 



Remember Carrol's sacred trust. 
Remember Howard's war-like thrust, 
And all thy slumberers with the just, 
Maryland! My 

Come, 'tis the red dawn of the day, 

Maryland! My 
Come with thy panoplied array, 

Maryland! My 
With Ringgold's spirit for the fray. 
With Watson's blood at Monterey, 
With fearless Lowe and dashing May, 
Maryland! My 



Maryland! 

Maryland! 
Maryland I 



Dear Mother ! burst the tyrant's chain, 
Maryland! My 

Virginia should not call in vain, 

Maryland! My 

She meets her sisters on the plain ; 

'^ Sic semper," 'tis the proud refrain 

That baffles minions back amain, 

Maryland ! My Maryland I 



Maryland! 

Mar)'landl 
Maryland! 




Come, for thy shield is bright and strong, 
Maryland ! i/fy Maryland ! 
Come, for thy dalliance does thee wrong, 
Alaryland ! My Maryland T 
Come to thine own heroic throng. 
That stalks with liberty along, 
And give a new key to thy song, 

Maryland ! My Maryland ! 

I see the blush upon thy cheek, 

Maryland ! idy Maryland ! 
But thou wast ever bravely meek, 

Maryland ! My MaryUnd ! 
But lo ! there surges forth a shriek 
Frum hill to hill, from creek to creek- 
Potomac calls to Chesaneake, 

Maryland ! My Mar^'land I 

Thou wilt not yield the Vandal toll, 
Maryland ! My Mar^-land I 

Thou wilt not crook to his control, 

Maryland ! My Mar}* land I 

Better the fire upon thee roll, 

Better tlie shot, the blade, the bowl. 

Than crucifixion of the soul, 

Maryland ! My Maryland I 

I hear the distant thunder hum, 

Mar\'land ! My MarybuMl I 
The Old Lini**s Inigle, fife, aiMl drum, 
Maryland ! My Mar>'land ! 
She lA not dead, nor deaf, nor dumb. 
Huzza! she .**|>ums the Northern K*uml 
She breatlu'^ — she burns! slie'U cumel 
slie'll i\>nu*! 

Maryland! My Marylandl 
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O, BOYS, CARRY ME 'LONGI 

one of the ''Plaotatioo mdodm" of Stepoev Coixm Fobtes. Bodi wai6» and 
It w» produced in 1861. 
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ALL QUIET ALONG THE POTOMAC. 

This fammw dooic hv had many claimantii ; bat when the matter in ]«M>kerl into, oolj two remain about 
wboN» ri^Iit to it thm can be any serious dincumion. T\w^ are Immar Fontaikb and Mrs. Etiicl 
Ltsck BsKin. 

Mr. Fontaine was bom at Gay Hill, Texaa. In 1H40 bis father m<>ve<l to Aofftin, and was srrretaiy to 
General Lamar, aAer whom the son wan named. The fiunily rpmoved again, and voung Fontaine fkiteribni 
him<H*ir a^ fi>nd of all the iMUttimei of a wild frontier life, ao<l m^ii it was biff (felif^t to slip away fnmi 
home ami live amon^ the j ndians. He became a major in the (Vmfederate srmv. After the war he wrote : 
'* I have been endeavoring to eke out a livinf^ afl pedai^i^rue, with a helplcw wile ami child d<*pendent upon 
my daily Ubors with poor pay, ami a cripple too; for I reoeiveil eleven woumls during the war, and ba\'e 
lo(»t my right limb." 

In rpply to a letter from Mr. Davidj«on, author of " Living Writem of the South," Mr. F*ontaine flav*« : 
**Xow, the p)em in qmvition wa« written by me while otjr array Uy at Fairfax (*ourt-Houiie, or rather the 
greater portion, in and arouml tlmt place. On the 2d day of August, 1861, I first rfad it t4> a few of my 
nM^mates in Company I, i2d Virginia C^l\*ary. During the month of August I gave away many manu* 
script co|>iepi to wJdieni, and f«ome few to UnliM in ami alxKit lieenlMirg, I»ndon Co., Va. In fad, I think 
that mo^t of the men belonging to the 2d Virginia, then commanded bv Colonel Radford, were aware of the 
CkH that I wa^ the author of it I never saw the piece in print until junt before the battle of Ijn*Mburg 
(OctobiT 21, 1H61,) and then it was in a Northern paper, with the notice that it had been fouml on the d<«d 
body of a picket* I hope the amtn>ver^y between myself and others, in regard to * All Quiet along the 
Pot<Mna<* tiwiight/ will noon be forever settled. I wrote it, and the world km>WH it ; and tlH*y may howl 
o\*<*r it, ami give it to an many authom a» tiiey pleane. I wrote it, and I am a southern man, ami I am proud 
of the title, ami am glad that my children will know that the SiMith wait the birthplace of their fathem, frtMn 
their g<»neration back to the m^venth." 

Mr. Fontaine mentions otlier poems of his, which are " non-come-at-able just now," and he enclom a 
manu«K^ript of the disputed poem which difTers very lilightly from its contestant. 

Mr. I>avt<Ij«on al^> publi«»he* a letter on the subject, writteti bv Mr. Chandler Harris, of Georgia, in the 
<Y>ur« of which he «>•«: "After a careful and impartial investigation of all the facts in my r»(4i, I have 
ci>me to tlie conclusion that Mm. Reem, and not Mr. Fontaine, wrote the poem iu quet<tioo. ' My resfoos for 
believing that Mr. Fontaine in mit the author of * All Quiet,' are aeveral : 

•* 1. The p»em appearerl in Ilnrj^rM Wetkly for XovemU»r 30, 1H61, art 'The Pickrt (;uanl,' over the 
initial* of Mm. Ktl»el IWr% of New York. 2. It did not make its sitpearance inany StMithero paper until 
aUmt April or Mnv, 1H02. 3. It wa«> tN]l)li*«)uHl a^ having; Uvti fcMind in the prw*k(*t'of a di«d fioklier, on 
the battl*»-fieM. It irt more than prr>baf>le that tlie d^iul ttoklier wsm a Fe^leral, and tliat the poem had l)een 
clifipiHl fn»m Ilnrp^r. 4. I have compnn<d the fnwm in Ifftrj>er with the Mime aM it firnt app(«rt\l in the 
SKitlwrn iKipcn, ami fiml the pumHuatiim to lie pre<M*^'lv the ^tne. 6. Mr. Fontaim*, so far ai* I have ^^^m^ 
lia^ ifiven el'^^where no e\nd« mv of the |»ow<th diM>laye(l in that mw'm. I, however, rememUT m»t icing in 
the fliarli-^ton ^^bunVr, in lHt\:\ or iMfJl, a * P.trodie* (an Mr. I-#. F. ha<l it ) on .Mim. Xortim^ 'Binf^en on 
the Khim*/ mhU^ mn^ fw»4iv<'ly the |)0(»reM nff-iir I ever saw. Mr. Fontaine had ju^t ctmiw <Mit of a Fctii^al 
priwMi. nml f>*>nu* im*<|nKt^iMe <»»litor, in pi|)*iikinif of tliii *pnn»«lM%* n^marki^l tliat tin* p<«-t\ Pi-^^nrttis bad 
pn»t>al>Iv worn hi** winjr* *>ot n/:iiii*t tin* walU of bin Northern dunif»tHi.*' 

*' V'»a pn»l willy know me w«ll rnoiiifh to a4t|uit m<% in tliin in«»tan<v at l*'u-*t, of the <4iann» of pmiidiiY« 
I am J«m!'»u^ of SKitli«Tn lil<Tiitun»; ami if I hnve any jmrtiality in th*' mattir at nil, it i^ in favor of Major 
l^ntar K<>ritairH'*4 rlaiin. I hlnKilil Hkr (i» <'l:iim thi^ [wmmii tor that ir<*ntl**Miiiii; I fthouki Ix* glud to claim it 
ii« 1 «|M<« iriwn of SMitli<m litrrntiire but th** (,v U iu tlir <"a-^) di> n<»t %iarr.iiit it.** 

S» mmh ftr Mr. F'ntuim** el lini. ^)n the oth«T han*!, Mr. Alfn^l 11. (furm*<'y. for iiianv vt^am edi- 
t«ir of II'tri»r*B .lAi'/^-ii^ in a l*tr*T d.iti^l Mnnh 22. 1 •*»;><, ki\*; '• 'I he fa. f« an- y\A tli*^*: llw* piirm 
Utiriiv/ llw till** * Th*» 1*1' k<t (lU.-tnl/ nii|Htin'<l iti Jffirjf^r*a W'trl fy for Nov<fnl«*r ."V), l*^*\\, If m:i^ fumi«h- 
<«l Inr Mr*. Kth<I lU^p», a laily ^hom I tliink irH^|ialtl«' of |Kiltiilfi^' otfiM h*T own any pnnlui-t'cm of another." 

Mr*, IV-^n* h*r^lf, •{w-akiii.T *»f thf poirn in a privat»» h m« r to im.\ ^\\n: "Tin' jxnt * I'l* k.t* ha^ ha<l «> 
manr anth'ntit* rhiinunt-, aif«l Hilln^' •[•'Hi'-'r*, lli.it I •^►nMf.n) ^ niN-tiou riiv*t If ^hith«*r I did n-nllv write 
it that *'<-»l *^f»t*'n»l»r nioniin',r, ah' r n-si'l n/ tho ".ri n*»tv|it»l :*nn'MtMini< nt *AII t|in«t/ A'-., t<» vihidi wan 
»l<l(^l in •mall tv|w * \ IM' ki t -h..t *" Thi* htt*r hi.| the •..i-i... , i].rt U|*mi m.- ihtt ih** a^i,|ii/f,| <Ty of tlie 
mil m4»th«-r "(livp h*r th«^ livin;; rhikl!" Ii*! ufwio Kin^ S^l-iuiin, aA h*- Man^'l.'.l iltr lahy in one IiaimI ami 
ftiuri^H^l th** •wiird in thr ikIht. 



Digitized by 



Google 



63 

Mrs. Beers was born in Ooshen Co., N. Y., and her maiden name was Ethelinda Eliot She was a 
descendant of John Eltoty the apostle to the Indians. Her first oontributicMis to the press appeared under the 
nomde plume of ''Ethel Lynn/' one easily and prettily sug^irested by her very Saxon Christian name. After 
her marriage, she added her husband's name, and over the signature Ethel Lynn Beers published many 
poems, among the best known of which are "Wei^hinff the baby," *' Which shall it be?'' and ''Baby look 
m^ out for me.'' Mrs. Beers resided in Orange, New Jersey, where she dial October 10, 1879, the day oi 
which her poems were issued in book form. 

The muhioof her song was composed by J. Dayton, who was leader of the band of the First Con- 
necticut Artillery, and has composed several other melodies. 
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" All quiet along the Potomac," they say, 

*^ Except DOW and then a stray picket 
Is shot, as he walks on his beat, to and fro, 

By a rifleman hid in the thicket. 
*Tis nothing: a private or two now and then 

Will not count in the news of the battle; 
Not an officer lost, only one of the men 

Moaning out all alone the death rattle." 



^Pf^^ 




All quiet along the Potomac to-night, 

Where the soldiers lie peacefully dreaming ; 
Their tents, in the rays of the clear autumn moon. 

Or the light of the watch-fires are gleaming. 
A tremulous sigh, as the gentle night wind 

Through the forest leaves softly is creeping; 
While stars up above, with their flittering eyes. 

Keep guard, — for the army is sleeping. 

There's only the sound of the lone sen- 
try's tread, [ fountain. 
As he tramps from the rock to the 
And thinks of the two in the low 
trundle-bed, 
Faraway in the cot on the mountain. 
His musket falls slack, his face dark 
and grim. 
Glows gentle with memories tender. 
As he mutters a prayer for the children 
asleep; [fend her! 
For their mother — may heaven de- 

The moon seems to shine just as bright- 
ly as then, [spoken, 
That night when the love yet un- 
Leaped up to his lips, when low, mur- 
mured vows 
Were pledged to be ever unbroken ; 
Then drawing his sleeve roughly over 
his eyes, 
He dashes off tears that are welling. 
And gathers his gun closer up to his side. 
As if to keep down the heart swelling. 

He pa«^se8 the fountain, the blasted 
pine tree, 
The footstep is lagging and weary, 
Yet onward he goes through the broad 
belt of light, [dreary. 

Toward the shade of the forest so 
Hark! was it the night-wiud that rus- 
tled the leaves, [flashing? 
Was it moonlight so wondrousiv 
It looked like a rifle— "Ha! Mary, 
good-bye," f plashing. 
And the liie-blood is ebbiug and 



All (juiet along the Potomac to-night. 

No sounil vsave the rush of the river ; 
While soft falls the dew on the face of the dead. 

The picket's off duty fort^ver. 
Hark ! was it the night-wind that rustled the leaves,** 

Was it moonlight >o wondn>uslv phishing? 
It hn^kiH\ like a rifle— "Ha! Mary, giHul-bve,'* 

And the life-blood is ebbing and flashing. 
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RoBEBT Tannahiu. was the 
author of this beautiful song. The 
last stanza, beginning ** How lost were 
my days tUl I met with my Jessie/' 
was not in the ori^nal song, and it is 
so commonplace that it is difficult to 
believe Tannahill added it 

The heroine of the song has been 
much speculated about Each Jessie, 
in the old town, had the honor of being 
represented as the "blooming fair/' 
Dumblane lay upon a celebrated and 
picturesque stage-route, ami we can 
fancy the quieter rolling of the rumMhijr 
wheels, and the louder rolling of the dra-i*r'j4 
voice, who, with his long whip, used to jMiuit 
out to each fresh load of sight-seeking atul 
story-loving passengers, the humble cotta^ 
where the tiny bud, tliat became the far-fauu^l 
** flower o' Dumblane," unfolded to the Iv^Uu 
One enthusiastic traveller published an ao i»ant 
of his interview with the bonnie lassie, tin n u 
decidedly plain old lady. Alas I f<tr tlK» 
truthfulness of this historian. Jessie wii^ but 
a poet's dream. Tannahill never wa^ m 
Dumblane ; had he been, he would have km Avn 
that from there the sun could not be seen ^**itig 
down "o'er the lofty Ben Lomond." The 
only fancies of the poet's short life wen- for 
two young women of his native town of 
Paisley. 

The exauisite air was made by RoBEin Archibald 
Smith, wlio is celebrated as aoomposer^ 
of Scottish airs, of which he made some of the r>*wi^*t4^t, 
He set some of Tannahill's best songs. 1 le wua lK>m 
at Reading, Berkshire, Enghind, NovemUr 1% I7m^ 
mid died in Edinboigh, January 3j 182U, 
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side o*er the scene; While lane • I7 I stray in the calm sim • mer gloam • in' To 

marks her its ain; And far be the yil • lain, di • vest - ed of feel - ing, Wha'd 
fool-ish and vain; I ne'er saw a nymph I would ca' my dear las - sie, Till 
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muse on sweet Jes - sie, the flow'r o* Dum-blane. How sweet is the brier wi' its 
blight in its bloom the sweet flow'r o' Dom-blane. Sing on, thon sweet may - is, thy 
charm'd wi' sweet Jes - sie, the flowV o* Dom-blane. Tho' mine were the sta - tion of 
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saft fanld-ing bios- som, And sweet is the birk wi' its man- tie o' green; Bat 

hymn to the e'e - nin\ Thon'rt dear to the ech - oes of Cal - der - wood glen; Sae 

loft - i - est gran - dear, A - midst its pro - fa - sion I'd Ian - gaish in pain, And 
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sweet - er and fair - er, and dear to this bo - som. Is love - ly young Jes - sie, the 

dear to this bo - som, sae art - let^ and win - ning, Is charm • ing young Jes - sie, the 

reck - on as naeth * iug the height o' its splen - dor. If want - log sweet Jes - sie, the 
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The sun has gane down o'er the lofty Ben-Lomond, 

And left the red clouds to preside o'er tlie scene ; 
Wliile lanely I straj in the calm simmer gloamin' 

To muse on sweet Jeft^ie, the flower o' Dumblane. 
How sweet is the brier wi' its saft faulding blossom^ 

And sweet is the birk wt' its numtle of green ; 
But sweeter and fairer, and dear to this bosom, 

Is lovely young Jessie, the flow'r o' Dumblane. 

She's modest as ony, ami blithe as she's bonnie, 

For guileless simplicity marks her its ain ; 
And fiu* be tlie villain, divested of feeling, 

Wlia'd blight in its bloom tlie sweet flower o' Dumblane. 
Sing on, thou swchH mavis, thy hymn to the e'enin', 

Thou'rt dear to the echoes of Calderwood glen ; 
See dear to this bosom, sae artlc^n and winning. 

Is charming yoimg Jewie, the flow'r o' Dumblane. 

How Ici^t were my days till I met wi' ray Jemie ! 

The sports o' the city si'em'd foolish and vain ; 
I neer saw a nymph I would ca' my dear hM«ie, 

Till charmed wi' sweet Ji'>sie, the flower o' DurobUoe. 
Though mine were the station of loftiest ^nuxieur. 

Amidst its profujtion Td languish in pain. 
And reckon as naething the hei^^ht o' its splendor. 

If wanting sweet Jewie, the flow'r o' Dumblane. 
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EILEEN AROON. 



The author of the words of " Eileeu Aroon," Gerald Griffin, was bom in Limerick, Ireland, 
December 12, 1803.^ When he was seventeen years old, his family came to the United States without him. 
Ituvmg ikUruiHi* . ' ^ ^^ Uj Im^^iui^ lui auriu^r, youu^ ^iiitlia wnu iv I»ndon with some playa, which 

i|p fiuled then, but one of which, 

^^^^,£r^^ '" - 1 **Gisippu8," was produced most 

successfully after his death. 
He became a brilliant and dis- 
tinguished writer for papers 
and magazines; but he won no 
wide reputation until the ap- 
pearance of his fine novel 
"The Colleen Bawn, or the 
Collegians." He died in 
Cork, June 12, 1840. 

The air to which his song 

was set is old, and a great &- 

vorite — "Robin Adair;" but 

it is claimed by Ireland as 

well as by Scotland, where it is 

traced far back under the title 

of "Eileen Aroon." In the 

Irish form, the air is simplicity 

itself, but the Scottish form 

has an added "lilt" Bums 

once wrote to Thomson : ** I 

liive trieil my liaml <m * UMn Adair,' and you will probably 

thitik with little suor^s>; but it is such a cursed, cramp, out- 

of*tbe-wav Diesiijiiirc, that I despair of doing anything better 

to it/' 

13, til.. r ti.;^ 1-,. Til. Ill ,.f n.iPt.^'^ adds: "Now, the Irish air in 




L^ 



it< original purity, is as smooth as an tmbroken ascending and descending scale 
can make it ; it is anvthing but the 'cursed, cramp, out-of-the-way measure' of which Bums' sensitive ear 
was so consci<ia<i in the Scotch form." The famous French opera, " La Dame Blandie," by Fran9ois Adrien 
Boieldieo, L< founded on this air. 
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Bads blash a • round the stem, Which is the fair - est gem? Ei • leeo a • roonl 
Soft as the stringed harp's moan I Oh, it is truth a- lone, Ei • leen a • roool 
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When, like the early rose, 

Eileen anxm ! 
Beauty in childhood blows, 

Eileen aroon ! 
When, like a diadem, 
Buds blush around the stem. 
Which VA the fairest gem ? 

Eileen aroon ! 

Is it the laughing eye, 

Eileen aroon? 
Is it the timid sigh, 

Eileen aroon? 
Is it the tender tone, 
S)fl as the stringed harp's moan? 
Ohy it is truth alone, 

Eileen aroon ! 



When, like the rising day, 

Eileen aroon ! 
Love sends his early ray, 

Eileen aroon ! 
What makes his dawning glow 
Changeless through joy and woe? 
Only tlie constant know — 

Eileen aroon I 

I know a valley fair, 

Eileen aroon I 
I knew a cottage there, 

Eileen aroon ! 
Far in that valley's shade, 
I knew a gentle maid, 
Flower of a hazel glade, 

Eileen anxm ! 



Who in the song so sweet? 

Eileen aroon ! 
Who in the dance so fleet? 

Eileen aroon I 
Dear were her charms to me| 
Dearer her laughter — free, 
Dearest her constancy, 

Eileen aroon I 

Were she no longer tnie^ 
Eileen aroon 1 

What should her lover do, 
Eileen aroon? 

Fly with his broken chain 

Far o'er the sounding maia 

Never to love again, 

Eileen aroon 1 



Youth must with time decay, 

Eileen anMm ! 
Bcniuty must fade 
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Eile(*n aroon! 



Castles are sacked in war, 
Chieftains are scattercil far, 
Truth is a fix6A star, 

Eikvn anxni! 
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SOFTLY O'ER THE RIPPLING WATERS. 
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Op the songs of whic?h the verses by Gboroe Cooper have been set to sympathetic music by John 
Rogers Thomas, this ''echo of an ansel s whisper '^ is perhaps the best in sentimental mood, as ''A Jolly 
Good Laugh" and ** Kindly Words and Smiling Faces" are in livelier vein. 
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THE BEND OF THE RIVER. 




The oompoeer of this extreme- 
ly tuneful song, Jacques fiLU- 
MENTHALy was reoowDed equally 
as pianist and oompoeer, and his 
musical compositions have been 
both vocal and instrumental. He 
was bom in Hamburg, Germany, 
in 1829; studied at the Paris Con- 
servatory of Music; and in 1848 
settled in London as pianist and 
teacher. The artistic grace of his 
songs has won the highest praise 
from the most severe critics, and 
although many of them are so 
dramatic and so exacting as to vo- 
cal skill that they are beyond the 
reach of amateurs, others, of which 
"The Bend of the River" is a 
good example, are quite simple, 
yet none the less graceful and 
agreeable. The most celebrated 
of the songs of Blumenthal are 
"The Message," "The Requital," 
"My Queen" and "Unsaid," 

The words of "The Bend of 
the River" are by Fkederick E. 
Weatherly. The song became 
popular as a favorite of Marie 
Koze ; a French operatic soprano 
whose patriotic use of her dra- 
matic talent had endeared her to 
the hearts of her countrymen. 
When the war with Germany 
broke out, she was in Paris, and 
she remained there all through the 
si^e and the Commune. Fre- 
(j^uently she appeared in public to 
sing the " Marseillaise" or to re- 
cite some patriotic poem. She 
also organized concerts for the aid 
of the hospitals, and was so ener- 
getic in good works that several 
medals and a diploma were after- 
ward conferred upon her by the 
Government 
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I KNEW THE FLOWERS HAD DREAMED OF YOU." 



Maboaret Ruthven Lano was born in BoRton, November 27, 1867, When about twelve yeara 
old she studied harmony with her father B. J. Lang, and later, the violin, with Mr. Louis Schmidt For 
two winters she was in Munich studying counterpart, composition, and orchestration with Victor Gluble, and 
the violin with Drahsler and Abel. She has published over forty sones and a number of part-songs, among 
which '^A Boatmen's Hymn " and ** The Maiden and the Butterfly '' for male chorus, and ** Love Plumes 
His Wings'' for female voices, are perhaps the most noted. Her piano forte suite, " Petit Roman en Six 
Chapitres " was published by Schmidt, and other piano pieces by Millet. Among her unpublished composi- 
tions, Miss Lang has three overtures for full orcnestra ; the first of which, " Totila," has been performed a 
number of times by the Thomas orchestra, and the second, ** Dramatic Overture," at the Boston Symphony 
concerts ; the third, *^ Teja," has never been produced. 

Among a number of other works Miss Lang has composed three arias with orchestral accompaniment 
entitled '' Sappho's Prayer to Aphrodite," '' Phoebus' Denunciation of the Furies at his Delphian Shrine," 
and '^ Armida s Lament." A string quartet, a cantata for chorus, soli and orchestra, a set of violin pieces 
and a number of songs are among the contributions fmm her pen. Her last song, the one here published en- 
titled ** I Knew the Plowera Had Dreamed of You," the words of which are by JoUN B. Tabb, is one of 
the most charming of her smaller com|)ositions. 
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I knew the flowers had dreamed of you, 
And hailed the morning with regret ; 

For all their faces with the dew 
Of vanished joy were wet. 

I knew the winds had pa^^ed your wav, 
Though not a sound tlie truth betrayed ; 

AlN)ut their pinions all tlie day 
A summer fragrance stayed. 

And 8o awaking or asleep, 

A memory of l<»t<t delight. 
By day the sight h-n^ bn»i»z<*^ keep, 

And j»ilent flowers by night. 
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THE GALLANT TROUBADOUR. 



This sonff, as well as ^* Dunois the firave/' formed part of a manuscript oollection of French songs 
which were said to have been picked up on the field of Waterloo, by a gentleman whose daughter transferred 
them to Sib Walter Scott, who made the translations. Scott says they probably formed part of a ooUec* 
tion made by an officer, and adds that the manuscript was so much stained with blood and clay as sufficiently 
to indicate the &te of its late owner. 
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2. And, while he march'd, with helm on head, 
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E'en when the battle's roar was deep. 

With dauntless heart he hewed his way, 
'Mid splintering lanoe and falchion-sweep, 

And still was beard the warrior lay :— 
** My life it is my country's right, 

My heart is in my lady's boVr ; 
For love to die, for fame to fight, 

Becomes the valiant Troubadour." 

Alas ! upon the bloody field 

He fell, beneath the foeman's glaive, 
But still, reclining on his shield, 

Expiring sang tb' exulting stave :— 
" My life it is my country's right ; 

My heart is in my lady's bow'r ; 
For love and fame to fall in fight 

BecumcH the valiant Troubadour.'^ 



Glowing with love, on fire for fame, 

A troubadour that hated sorrow, 
Beneath his lady's window came, 

And thus he sang his last good morrow ; — 
" My arm it is my country's right — 

My heart is in my tnie love's bow'r ; — 
Gayly for love and fame to fight, 

Befits the gallant troubadour." 

And, while he march'd, with helm on head. 

And harp in hand tlie dcK^nt rang, 
As faithful to his favorite maid. 

The minstrel burthen still he sang:* 
* My arm it is my country's right ; 

My heart is in my laily's bow'r ; 
R<^)lve<l for love and fame to fight, 

1 come, a gallant troubadour." 




Digitized by 



Google 



r« 



THERE'S A LIGHT IN THE FARM-HOUSE WINDOW. 
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The wonii or thin rhamiiii(r '^ong and dioriM are bv Mr. Gboroe (\m)PER; the meludy and the 
arrmngefDeDt for tlie (irgan or Uie piano are bjr Mr. J. P. Skklly. 



M^d^mfn 



^r;ir j;^y ^^P- 



v4 -T f^ 1^ ^ iL^ 



=ti^- * 



. 4 HLr-4 






^ ,f 



I I Hirr**** a li;fht in t In* farm - h<itt*>r win • dow! 

% 'pHTr'. a liirht in ibr farm - h<m<« win • <!«»« ! 

8 Thrrr't a lijrbl in the farm • boQ«i* win • «l«»w! 



Th«lu'l**amH oV r th«» %.»*•• a- 

Tli.il h«»«in« to ITIT l»«art ao 

A iii'»th • rr ha<i |>l.i<«i| it 



;.'> * 






• < • • »»•• ■ t < 



^ !• •• !• • ^1 



•«•«»• •«•••• a' •»• ( frtgM 



Digitized by 



Google 



^ 



3= 



=»r-tftl 



i- 



fkr; 
dear; 
there; 



And it waiU 
And itbeuM 
Oh, the right 



^— 1^^*- ■ ' - ' ' - t— — 

for the wand • Ver*i 
with a fclow on 

for herbojr'i re 



COCD 

fiul 
tun 



77 

?1 






While 
Her 







^^f^^^fWf^ 



7 



1F-5; 






^^ ^i^j?i^- ^ I '^""~ " "'<g^^l^-^-->.^^^'- 



4J- 



tnie aa the Pol 

■ad • I7 I lin 
kiM • M and love 



ar starl 
get here, 
to tharel 



In n J dream* 
Oh, itupeaks 
Tho* the night 



I a- gab 
of a lore 
ma J be dark 



be - 
on • 
and 



^^ •# 5tt 5^ zr-^ •'•#:?» 



.T«^t •_ 



"' I : 



5P 5^ 



r-^ 



Ti 







bold it. 

dy - ing, 
Btorm - J, 



And ngh for it«we1 - - come 

Of days of my child • hood 

It shines, like a 8tar to 



glow;., 
uwecl;. 
cheer;.. 



For a 
And a 
And it 



^A--A-i,-T^^^ 



H^ 



-^- 



1^ 




-4fctis)?5_ ^_ 






.7 
^7 ^ 

moth 
moth 






•L- ^1 



er m dfar iit 

er whose gen - tie 
er willgui<le the 



-I 

wait • in^r 
kind - nefw 
wan - d*rer 



Sli-^--- .1 



.2~3 



To wel-coroe herlx)? I know I 

I ne? • er onearth may. meet! 
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There's a light in the Farm-hoiue win -dow; 
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It shines, like a star er - er bright; 
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me there, With a wel-come of sweet de - light 1 
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There's a light in the farm-house window! 

That gleams o'er the vale afar, 
And it waits for the wanderer's coming, 

As true as the Polar star! 
In my dreams I again behold it, 

And sigh for its weloome glow; 
For a mother so dear is waiting 

To weloome her lK)y I know! 

There's a light in the farm-house window; 

It shines, like a star ever bright; 
And a mother so fair 

Now waits for me there, 
With a weloome of sweet delight ! 

There's a light in the farm-bouse window! 

That home to my heart so dear. 
And it beams with a glow unfading, 

While sadly I linger here. 
Oh, it speaks of a love undying, 

Of days of my childhood sweet; 
And a motlier whose gentle kindness 

I never on earth may meet! 

There's a light in the farm-house window! 

A mother has placed it then' I 
Oh, she HigliH for her boys retuniing. 

Her kiM84»s and love to slmn*! 
Though the night may l)e dark and stormy, 

It shineH liko a Mar to chivr ; 
And it ever will guiile the wuiulerer 

To home and its jovh ho dear! 
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CANADIAN BOAT SONG. 

The following song of Tom Moore's was written during his journey down the river St lawrenoe. 
He says, in r^ard to its oomposition : " I wrote these words to an air which boatmen sung to us very 
frequently. The wind was so unfavorable, that they were obliged to row all the way ; and we were five days 

in descending the river from Kingston 
to Montreal, exposed to an intense sun 
during the day, and, at night, forced to 
take shelter from the dews in any mis- 
erable hut upon the bunks, that would 
receive us. But the magnificent scenery 
of the St. Lawrence repaj's all these 
difficulties. Our voyageure had good 
voices, and sang perfectly in tune to- 
getlier. The original words of the air, 
to which I adapted these stanzas, ajH 
peared to be a long, incoherent story, 
of which I could understand but little, 
from the barbarous pronunciation of 
the Canadians. It begins : 

• J)an§ won ekeminfai rtntimtri 
Dtux CaralitrM tret^ien mimth,' 

And the refrain to every veree was, 

• A romhre d'un hoigjt m'fn rai» jimer, 
A l*omhrt d'un boisje w'm cai« dtnuer.^ 

I ventured to harmonize this air, and 
have published it Witliout that charm 
which association gives to every little 
memorial of scenes or feelings that are 
pabt, the melody mav, perhaps, be 
thought common or trifling ; but I re- 
member when we have entered at sun- 
set, upon one of those beautiful lakes 
into which the St Lawrence so grandly 
and unexptvtedly opens, I have beanl 
this simple air with a pleasure which 
the fiiK^t a)m|X)hitions of the first 
ma*<ter8 liave iwver given me ; and now 
there is not a note of it which does not 
recnll to mv memory the dip of our oars 
in the St. l^wrence, the flight of our 
boot down the rapids, ami all these new 
and fanciful imprt^ions to which mv heart was alive during tlie whole c»f thw ver>' inten-sting voyage. The 
stanzas an» sup|K]K>d to ire sung by tluiM» voyageurs who go tlie (i rande Portaire by the Utawaa river. Sir 
AlexaiMler Mackenzie, in his aci-ount of the Fur Trwle, savs: * At the rapid of St Ann, tluy are oblige*! to 
take out a part, if not the whole, of their huling. It is fn>m this t^pni the Canadians it>nsider tliey take their 
departure, as it iKjMsesses the kst church on tlie island, which is dedicated to the tuU^lar saint of voyagew.' '* 
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Oar Yoic - es keep tone, and oar oars keep time; 
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Soon as the woods on shore look dim, Well sing at St. Ann's oar part - ing hymn; 
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daj • fight's past, The rap • ids are near, and the day • light's past. 
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2. Why should we yet oar sail on - furl? There is not a breath the blue wave to curl, There 
8. U - ta - wa's tide, this tremb- ling moon Shall see us float o'er thy sur - ges soon, 
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is not A breath the blue wave to carl; 
Shall see us float o*er the sur - ges soon; 
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But wheu the wiud blows off the shore, Oh I 
Saint of this grecu isle, hear our prayers, O 
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rap- ids are near, and the da j- light's past, The rap-ids are near, and the daj - light's past. 
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Faintly as tolls the evening chimey 
Our voices keep tune aud our oars keep time. 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 
We'll sing at St, Aun'rt our parting hymn ; 
Row, bruthens row, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near, and the daylight's past 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl ? 
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl, 
But when the wind blows off the shore, 
Oh ! sweetly we'll rest the weary oar ; 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near, and the daylight's past. 

Utawa's tide, this trembling moon 
Shall see us float oVr thy surf^ sckmi, 
Saint of tliLs green isle, hear our prayers, 
O grant us cool heavens, and favoring airK ! 
Blow, breett^, blow, the stream runs fast. 
The rapids are near, and the daylight's past. 
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THE BRAVE OLD OAK. 



The wonls of "The Brave Old Oak" were written by Henry FoTHEROiLf. Chorley, who was born 



tioa, ill LiVefponI, and Rjit'iit a fVw 
Tears mu-'^ical critic on Uw* Ath^ 
and published "Mit^-it^l I^xv»U^ 
a '^Memoir of Mr^ H> [n,ii§/'^ 
16, U7± 

The tDllEic WA^ writlen hy .^ -.^ 



IX'^vTiiber 15, 1808, lit* wa^ HltKiiUn] lU tlit* ftoyal Institu- 

J-iiSr v'l^ars in n merclumt's ofSce, after wliieh lie \vm lor thirty 

"^^ ' *ntrum. He aetiuin^ literary ni^ well as nuisieal rctnttation, 

* lei^tions," "Masic and Mmint'ra in France* and Genuany/' 

^*'*'aml uue hti ml rLtl songs. He dictl in London, February 

R J. lAmhin^ atj EnglUh ifym\uwr, now dccic^a^. 
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health and re-Down 
■quire's wide hall. 
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to his broad green crown, And his fif • ty arms so strongl 
and the cot • tage small, Were fhll of. En - glish cheer. 
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There is fear in his fh)wn, when the son goes down. And the fire in the west fades ont, 
And all the.... day, to the re - l)eck gay, They... car - ol'd with glad -some swains. 
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And he show • eth his might on a wQd mid - night, When the storms thrg' his branch-es shont. 
They are gone, they are dead. In the church -ytrd laid, But the brare tree, he still re - mains. 
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Then sing to the oak, The bravo old oak, Who ntands in his pride a 



lone; 
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gone. 
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Mother, thirling, be not ftngrf/t 

To ihs forest I'ue hef*n tMlffi 

Mtdh^r, darling, bright ih^ sUrn 
shnrwt 

Tiny binh were singing gaily. 



Mother^ dftrUng, be not mngry^ 
Thes I emr will obey ; 

Mother, (lurtingt bright the mn^n 
.^iwne. 
Buttrrfiim icere sporting tight 



Mother, I ths truth will idl If tee; 

There my lover have I met : 
He*s it hunter young and }iandr- 

And of him Fni tliinking yet. 



A maiden's sono. 
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A MAIDEN'S SONG. 



This is one of the early compositions of the Russian composer, Erik Meter-Helmukd, a producer of 
numerous successful vocal and inntrumental works. The words, from a (German popular song — " Mutter, 
MQttercfaen, ach sei nicht bose'' — were rendered into English by Mrs. Louisa T. Craioin, a competent 
UUeraieur of Boston, much of whose work in various literary fiekls, was published previous to her death, 
which occurred about 1880. 
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Moth-er,mother darling, be DOt an-grj, Thee I ev - er will o - bej; Moth -er, moth- er dar-liDg 
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bright the son shone, Bat-ter-flies were sport -ing light and gay. 
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bare I met; He's a him • ter yonng and hand • some, And of him I'm think • ing yet! 
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KITTY TYRRELL. 



f^ARi^n WiLXJAM OiiOVXR, the comnofter of thij« lovely Iruih ballad, and Charler Jbffsrys, the 
author of tlie wonN, were (^mteroporaries, tne 6bU» of their birth and death, their reftidenoe and their 

f M^dt||fl^^ ( riover wa8 bom in 1806 and died in 1863 ; 
i»mi4|w>nibnK ibu^ lor JtOVnto \ning 1807 and 1865— all in Lond<in. 
pr Ftudi«^l ih'^ violin umlrr th" rt*lebrated ''Tom Cooke," who wan an 
1 vidlini*^ hrfnn* hr liemntrr thr tjivorite balladist of his day, who played 
Di^rly a *hm^i hKTtimetnj^^ mA who taught SimA RoeveB to sing. Glover'a 

I a humbler one, albeit respectable and 
?iiicoc5*f4fiil. He played the violin at Covent 

I I )niry Lane Theatres, directed tlieorrheritra 
^*[i*s Theatre, and coropcMti many nongs 
vhioh had a fcreai popularity. Among these 
Tinnette and Jcannot,'' ** Sing Not that Song 

to me," " Sweet Biid," "Of Love, 
Prettv Maidens Beware," "The Better 
Land," « Fall of the Leaf," " Fond 
Love," "Choosing the Flowers," etc. 
A melody differing only slightly from 
that of " Kitty Tyrrell " is sung in the 
American colleges to the words of the 
celebrated song " Grood Ale," written in 
the sixteenth century by the Rev. John 
Still, Bishop of Bath and Wells. 
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while on your charms I'm di - lat-iog, 
twen - ty good poaDds in the bank, love, 
if youwouldra- ther be si • lent, 



Too^re gteal-ing my poor heart a - way: 
And may- be a pound or two more: 
Yon si-lencelMI take for con -sent: 
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it and wel-come, ma - ?oar-neen, 
re - ry well to have rich - ee, 
natnred dim-ple^s a tell- tale, 



ItM loss I'm not go - ing to mourn; Yet 

But I'm such a co • re - tons elf, I 

Now all that I hare is your own — Thii 
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ooeheartV e-noufth for a bo-dy, 
can't help still sigh • in|r for MMDething, 
week yon m«y •« Kit - ty Tyr-rell, 



8o prar give me yoani in n> - tnrn. 
And, daii • ing, tliat somet hinges yonr • self. 
Next week you'll be Mls>tremMa- lone. 
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vour-neen, 
vour-ncen, 
Tourn<H»n, 



ma - vour-m'en, 
ma • vonr-neen, 
ma • Tonr-neen, 



O! pray gire me yours in re • turn. 
Tliat some-thingfVoa know Is your • nelf. 
Yoa'llbe my own Mis-tn'm Ma • lone. 
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GOOD-BYE. SWEETHEART. GOOD-BYE. 




Although the com|K>ser of this song, John L. 
Hattdn, adapted his style to the popular compre- 
hensioD, he yet maintained a high place among artis- 
tic musicians, never debasing his art to commonplace 
catchiness. His songs have conseauently pleased the 
general public and the musically cultured as well, and 
are found in constant use everywhere, for private 
recreation and public performance. None of them 
has enjoyed a greater popularity than "Good-Bye, 
Sweetheart" This song was especially commended 
to the American public by its frequent use in concerts 
by Signor Brignoli, an Italian tenor who for nearly 
a decade during the 'fifties and 'sixties was the chief 
tenor of the Italian Opera in New York. His voice 
was a pure tenor of most delicious quality, which, in 
spite of his serious incompetency as an actor, enabled 
him to maintain his position as a popular fiivorite. 

Andante eon moto. 
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The sweet, sweet breeze 
And I from thee 
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■pleo • dor filU the nceoe a • borel Botnight'a foir boon too quick • It 6y, A - 
nnks my heart with food a- larme, The tear it hkl - ing in mme ere; For 

dooe night'sKMM from hea?^ did bde, And moro to flo - ral Upe doth hk, I 
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time doth thrust me 
ooaM not hare thee, 
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from thine anm; Oood-bye, iweetbeart, good - bye — 

tlioogh I aaU "Good4>ye, iweetheart, good • bj^-^ 
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bye, sweetheart, good • bye, 
1^ sweetheart, good • bye, 
l^ sweetheart, good • bye;" 
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A • dien, a • dteo, dear dream of lore, Good* 

For time doth thnmt me from thine arms; Qood- 

I could not leave thee tho' I said "Good- 
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\ Ending, Sd. verse oniff. 
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bye, sweet-heart, good - bye. 
bye, sweet-heart, good - bye. 
bye, sweet-heart, good - bye." 
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From distant towers the midnight chiming, 

As sinks the world to calm repose, 
The sweet, sweet breeze through lattice climbing, 

Cools, love, thy cheek, where blooms the rose. 
What splendor fills the scene above! 

But night's fair hours too quickly Ry, 
Adieu to this dear dream of love; 

Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye. 

The bright stars bde, the mom is breaking, 
The dew drops pearl each bud and leaf, 

And I from thee my leave am taking, 
With bliss too brief, with bliss too brief. 



How sinks my heart with fond alarms. 

The tear is hiding in mine eye; 
For time doth thrust me from thine arms; 

Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye. 

The sun is up, the lark is soaring. 

Loud swells the song of chanticleer. 
The lev'ret bounds o'er earth's soft flooring, 

Yet I am here, yet I am here. 
For since night's gems from heaven did fade, 

And mom to floral lins doth hie, 
I could not leave thee, though I said 

"Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye." 
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Addison Fletcher Andrewh, tlic author aiid mmpciMT of thin Utiutiful w>iig, was born at CViv(>ndi.*«hy 
Vu, April 2, l4o7. He wns ^ni<liiat<Hl fn>m Dartmouth Collc^ in 1H78, and taught in ( ohimhia Grammar 

School, Now York. He read law in Columbia Law Sc»h<*il. 
Ho wont on the city htaff of tlie New York 7ri6iiii€ in Marc*h, 
18H(),and has been idontifioil with journalism ever mnco. Ho 
Hang tonor in xnrimiM churches hince 1876, ami founded tho 
Mauascript Society in AiigiiKt, 1889. He has written a 
nurolier of popular songs, churrh anthems ainl g\vw. He 
was asKLHtant manager of Carnegie Hall and of tho Symphony 
Orchciitra of Now York, lHlil-2. He cvmtributed to Sir 
(iet>rgo (irove's Dictionary of Music ami Musicians, and is 
the author of over one humlred poems which have appeared 
in print. 
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THE ELOPEMENT. 




* |n\ I i\!> int. 



Tilliihurn«»nHi«» iwinir wa^otH-of tlw pufNiliir ftiiialt* <4mni<itT |ii»^fi% tif T. B. Prviuli rvi*t. of ( ampbelPt 
MiDi4nU. 'I lie u-'hU un- l»v J. > Fkm h.ii ; (Im* tiiu-i<* l>v J. il. \{tw^. 
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THE HARP THAT ONCE THRO' TARA'S HALLS. 

Awirr nino htindnH] ycaiM before Chrii^t, OIlav Fola, Kinjr of Ireland, foiintltHi Hc^book of phil(M«>phy» 
SKtriMiomy, pixHry, mniinno, and hihtoiy. Ho tk\m organized a j*p(viw of parliament, by a tricmnial arihemblajpi* 
«>f I'hieft, jirii^M, and Imnln, at Tcamor, tw Tarn, ainl the r«x>nl of their lawn wa?* called **Tlie P»«her of 
Tara." Thomas Moouk h Hong of the gloritft of hiflooantr>'*0 paat, calU to mind the line ^ of Oliver Wendell 
IIolnu'H (HI tlie <ktith of M(K)re: 

**KhiiM* aitft, j« trvmbliufc tmn of light What tbough her tbooamd ytmn bare pMt, 

That strvw th« moaroinK nkir^; Of poeta, ■ainta, and kiii|^ — 

llii«h^ In the <ul«*nt dewa of night, Her echom oolj b«mr the Uuit 

The harp of Krin lim. That awepi thow goldan stringa.*' 

"The Harp that owv thnmgh Tara h Ilalln/* in §pt to the plaintive old air of "Gmmmaehree," 

^C .|5. y' , , 1^ ^ ^ F p. _^:^ _^ _ _?-^ 
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DRY UP THOSE GLISTNING TEARS. 



Tnm prKtj mug of love aod hope wa^ oomposed by U. U. Bkadle, and is ioacribed to Mra. A« T. 
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THE SOLDIER'S TEAR. 



THOVA8 IIayxri Bayly wrr>te the wonU of this song. The air was composed hy Al£XANDEB 
Lke, ail IriMhman, son of Ilarry I^ee, the iamouM boxer. AlexaiKlor resiiicd for many years in I^Mxkm. 
He u-a^ at fintt a profesfticmal dinger, Init ailem-anlA t)ecame siMx^HHively manager of Drury Lane and other 
theatnw. He rvaliaed large mimM of money, but finally be<ame very poor, and died in Kensington, in 1H49, 
on the very evening when a oi>nrert was l)eing given for his benefit His ballads, which are very numeruuis 
are eharacHeriaed by grnit swe(*tnem ami simplicnty. 
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THE ELOPEMENT. 
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HiDt4n i«. TIhj H'.nU an* l»v J. > FiiKf i««ii ; iIm* iiiii-*ir liv J. II. I<i»v*. 
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THE HARP THAT ONCE THRO' TARA'S HALLS. 

Aiir>rT nino hiiiMln<tI yoaiM Ijofore (liri>% OIlav Fola, Kinjr of Ireland, fiMindtMl Hchoolfl of phikmoptiy, 
ai^nMHNnT, P<)t*^ry» HMnlidno, ami hUuiry. Ho nlm organized a npctnert of parliament, by a triennial aiM>ml)lap* 
of «4iiefH, IM^<*^t^ and ImnU, at Tcamor, or Tara, aiMl the nvoni of their lawn wan called **TI»e Pnaht-r nf 
Tara." Thom ah Mck>rkV nong of tlM» gloriw of bwoountr^V pa^t, calU to miml the line . of Oliver Wendell 
II<»lnu*H (HI tlie <l<<ath of M<M)n*: 

**SIi(d<* ■>(!, y« trptnbliuK tmn of IIkIiI What thongh hn tboiuaiid jrmn have ptM, 
Th»t strpw th# mooniiDK «kir«; Of poet% aainto, and king*, — 

IltMhMl in tba Client <1ewa of Di|cfat, Her ocbon oolj heur the Ujit 
The harp of Erin lie^ That swept thoM RokUa striai^*' 

**Tl»e Harp that onoe thnmgh Tara V Hall*," i« net to the plaintive old air of "Grammaehree," 
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THE SOLDIER'S TEAR. 



TtioVAfl IIayxhr Baylt wnite the wohIh of this mog. The air was compa0e<l hy AuucAKDES 
Lf.e, an Inhhroan, M)D of liarnr I^ee, the (ainouM t)oxer. Alexamler remdctl for many years in IahhIoo, 
H«* uv*« at finit a profeHNiooal Mnger, Init aftem-anln lirttune tiu<xf!«4ively manager of I>rury I.Ane ami oiImt 
tbealnti. He n«liaetl Uux^* Mimn of money, t>ut finally betmme ver}' poor, ami died in Kenmnjcton, in 1H49, 
on the vety evening when a oi>noert waA tMung given for hia benefit Ilia ballatls, which are very numemuis 
are ehararteriaeil by groat Hw«Hm»w and mmplioity. 
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THE SOLDIER'S DREAM. 
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This exquisite mmg of Thomas Campbrix's mm net tn manic by Thomas Attm-ood. 
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A KISS IN THE RAIN. 

SONG FOR TENOR. 

Tfim oAruktonr poem in a gem of rroent fiifintive litrrattirr*. ItA tnnefat M^ing in the compomtion of 
Pkter a. S'HXWKER, the fammw organist of Wc'j^t Church, New York. The choir of Wciit Churrfa in 
cr)ni|MM>d of leading artiHt>« ; indent it is corwidenYl by mime to l)e the leading metropolitan choir in point 
«if artistic merit Pn>ft*<or Schnerker*» popularity has U'cn due largely to his womlerful facility of imprtivi- 
mtion, to his admit introduction of cleverly vari(*d movementM, and U> his brilliant playing. A great many 
of the wmgn, or "wMivertwl ditties/' as some have (4ioHen to call them, which have been sung by the quartet, 
have lm*fi of his comiMjsition* A melody by the organist of We»t Churcji, played by himself, is alwa>ii 
enthusiasticrally reoeiveu. 
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One stormy morn I chanced to meet 

A lassie in the town ; 
Her lockfi were like the ripened wheat. 

Her laughing eyes were brown. 
I watched her, as she tripped along, 

Till madneiss filled my brain, 
And then — and then — I knew 'twas wrong — 

I kissed her in the rain. 

With rain-drops shining on her check. 

Like dew-dro)i8 on a rose, 
The little lassie strove to speak. 

My boldness to opjKteKi ; 



She strove in vain, and, quivering, 
Her finger stole in mine ; 

And then the birds began to sing, 
The sun began to shine. 

Oh, let the clouds grow dark al)Ove, 

My heart is light below; 
Tis always summer when we love, 

However winds may blow ; 
And I'm as proud as any prince, 

All honors I disdain ; 
She says I am her rain-beau since 

I kitued her in tho rain. 




Digitized by 



Google 



118 



SOME LOVE TO ROAM. 



Charlb Mackat, author of thw lyric, ww bom in 1812, in Perth, Scotland, of an andent and hooor- 
ablo familj. ll'w life haii Um^h Hpont mainly in London, where be has been an editor of newspapens reviewa, 
and boolu of antiquarian re^ea^^h, a writer of pruHc, and a maker of aon^ He oompofled many of the aim 

for the latter, and, m oonnertion with Sir Henry Rowlev 
BmhoD, arranged one hundnnl of the ciioiceHt Eiigliaii 
meltidieA. He vinitcd the United States in 1867, and 
deliveral a lecture in Boston, on *' Songs: national, 
historical, and popular." 

The music of this song is thecompo^^ition of Henry 
Hi'sRELL. Of tliis sin^r, a competent judge and a 
fair critic, Mr. Henry Phillips, says: "At ihe same 
period (about 1H40), a singer was graduallv, but with 
the moKt d(i*idetl a^rtaintv, gaining gruuiicl as a mu- 
hu^l entertainer. Belonging to no particular schoi»l, 
poHMShing no particular voiix*, not particularly gifted ai« 
a musician, as a declaimer not particularly refiiieil, — 
still, on he came, and cby by day advanced in public 
favor, canting into shadow the moKt aocimiplished vocal- 
i^t^, and mazing with vigor and firmness subjects tliat 
enthralled the audience, held them firm within his grasp, 
an<l overwhelmed them with a common sense wonder. 
Who was this stupendous stranger? A hid of Hebrew 
extraction, whose father had a curiosity-shop near Co- 
vent (tarden, who sang when a little boy at the Surrey 
Theatre, in a piece called "Gulliver and tlie Lilipii- 
tians," and who from that time liad scmroely been heard 
of, till he came, the herald of an enormous reputation, 
the m<ist popular singer of the multitude in England ; 
a man who m due time eclipsed even John Parry in 
ever^^hing but refinement. This wondrous penMMi was 
Mr. Henry Russell, whose name, long after be had 
retired, held sway over the min<ls and hearts of the 
multitude. Let us see how all this |w>pularity was 
attained. It was not by voice, appearamt*, elegance, 
or knowledge, but by that uncommon circumstance 
piiNhessfHl by so few— common sen.He. He ailapted hi«% 
themes to his powers: he diose subjects well unden«tO(Hl 
by the general public; he gained the liabit and power 
(»f dintinct articulation; and tlie very cuornem^* whi<*h 
cnuHed a shwlder in the refined listener, awoke the 
enthu^^iasm of tlie throng.'' 
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Where the shrill winds whis-tle free; But a cbos-en band in a moantain land. And a 
And the prowl-ing wolf we track, And for right good cheer, in the wild woods here, Oh! 
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foe; To the dark -some glade, in the for -est shade, OhI mer - ri-ly forth we go. To the 
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THE NIGHT HAS A THOUSAND EYES. 

SONG FOR MEZZO SOPRANO. 




The melody of this Rong is by Francesco Paolo La 
Villa, a musician and composer, residing at the present time 
in New York City. He was Iwrn in Palermo, Italy. His 
father, a professor of the violin, seeing the indication of talent 
shown at an early age by his son, sent him to the Cathedral 
to study the organ under the organist Juvene. At the same 
time young I^ Villa was instructed on the violin by the cele- 
brated musician, Muratori. Afterwards he studied harmony 
with AlfanOy and with Saladino and Pellegrini fugues and 
classics ; sulisenuentlv he was taught piano and orchestration 
at the Royal College, by Bonanno. In 1 860 Paolo was attracted 
by the universal enthusiasm and left his music t^) follow 
(larilmldi; and in 18<)6 he was conscripted and ordered to 
join his regiment in Florence, where he returned afler Italy 
was unite<l, and the troops dislianded. Making that city the 
starting place for his career, he continued his studies, the com- 
position of lyric opera with Mabellini, and oratorio and sacred 
music with Casamorata, President of tlie Musical Institute. 
His contact with such artists as Bazzini, Rubinstein, Vou 
Bulow, Pietro Romani, Vieuxtemps, Vcnli, Gounod, formed 
his taste. In the meantime Societa Orcbcstrale Fiorentina 
performed the overture of his opera " Neuka " and occasionally 
pnxluced songs and romances that made bim known as one of 
the most promising young composers of Italy. In 1877 his 
marriage with an American ladv brought him to this country ; 
when he was engaged by Theoifore Thomas as Director of the 
vocal department of the Cincinnati College of Musia 

William Francis Bowedillon, an eminent English 
educator and poet, for some years private tutor to the children 
of Prince Christian, is the author of the words of this song. 
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George Cooper, who wrote the words of hundreds of songs, being as well known in this capacity in 
America as is F. E. Weatherly in England, produced the verses of this song on the theme given to him by 
the composer of the music, as appropriate to the melody he had conceived. The composer, John Van 
Loan, although for many years identified with musical matters in New York City, prefers to regard himself 
as an amateur composer ; yet not for the reason that there is anything amateurish about his work, which is 
scholarly and effective. Many of his songs have been highly successful. Among them are *' Why Do the Old 
Songs Linger?" " The Highwayman," and " I'll Wait, Love, For Thee." As a tenor singer Mr. Van Loan 
has served for many years in various church choirs in New York, and has freauently appeared on the concert 
stage. His chief occupation, however, has been in connection with musical publications. He was for fifteen 
years with W. A. Pond & Co. previous to the establishment of a publishing and piano concern of his own. 
The collection of musical literary curiosities has been a favorite diversion with him, and he has gotten 
together many treasures in the way of musical manuscript and autograph letters of musical celebrities, some 
of them of almost priceless value. 
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1. rU wait, lore, for thee, when the stars soft - Ij gleam, 

2. The birds will be sleep - log in eachdown-j nest, — 

3. The flow'rs will be dream • ing, and all will be fair, — 
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Down by the grove near the mar- rour- iiig stream. And there where the dew • drops shine o - Ter the 
Gome like a bird to the one you loye best; When shad- ows are fall - ing oVr hill and o'er 
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meet me to - uight,— 
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111 wait, love, for thee, when the stars softly gleam, 
Down by the grove near the murmuring stream, 
And there where the dewdro|)H shine over the lea, 
Dearest, I'll fondly be waiting for thee ! 

Meet me, my dearest, meet me to-night, — 
Welcome thy glance;} will be; 
When stars are above, to whisper of love. 
Dearest, in joy I'll be waiting for thee. 
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The birds will l)e sleq>ing in each downy nest,— 
Come like a bin! to the <Hie you love U^; 
When shadows are falling o'er hill and oVr lea, 
Star of my life, I'll be waiting for thee! 

The flowers will be dreaming, and all will be falr,- 
I»ve would but whi^|M»r again its sweet prayer, 
O darling, when nioonlH'ams glanit; over tlie tiea, 
IIo|ie of my heart, 1*11 be waiting for thi*e ! 
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MY MOTHER'S BIBLE. 



The words of "My Mother's Bible," were written by Geouge P. Morris. An English writer says of 
him: " You can hardly know the place General Morris has made himself among all classes here. His luany 
songs and ballads are household words in every home in England. After all, what are all the throat-warblings 
in this world to one such heart-song as * My Mother's 
Bible?'" • 

N. P. Willis, General Morris's life-long friend, 
wrote of him: "My dear sir: To ask me for my 
idea of Mr. Morris, is like asking the left hand's 
opinion of the dexterity of the right. I have lived 
so long with the * Brigadier' — known him so intimately 
— worked so constantly at the same roi^, and 
thought so little of ever separating from him (except 
by precedence of ferriage over the Styx,) that it is 
hartl to shove him from me to the persjXKJtive distance 
— hard to shut my own partial eyes and look at him 
through other people's. I will try however, and as 
it is done with but one foot off the treadmill of my 
ceaseless vocation, you will excuse both abruptness 
and brevity. 

"Morris is the best known poet of the country, — 
by acclamation, not by criticism. He is just wliat 
poets would be if they sang like birds, without 
criticism; and it is a peculiarity of his fame that it 
seems as regardless of criticism as a bird in the air. 
Nothing can stop a song of his. It is very easy to 
say that they are very easy to do. They have a 
momentum somehow, that is difficult for others to 
give, and that speeds them to the far goal of 
popularity — the best proof consisting in the fact 
that he can at any moment get fifty dollars for a 
song unread, when the whole remainder of the 
American Parnassus could not sell one to the same 
buyer for a shilling. It may or may not be one 
eecretof his popularity, but it is a truth that Morris's 
heart is at the level of most other people's and 
his poetry flows out by that door. He stands breast- 
high in the common stream of sympathy, and the 
fine oil of his (X)etic feelings goes from him upon 
an element it is its nature to float upon, and which 
carries it safe to other bosoms with little need of 
high-flying or deep divine. His sentiments are 
simple, honest, truthful, and familiar; his language 
Ls pure and eminently musical, and he is pro<ligally 
full of die poetry of every-<lay feeling, fhese are 
days when ^oots try ex[)eriments; and while others 
suroeeil in taking the world's breath away with 
flights and plunges, Morris uses his feet to walk 
quietly with nature. Ninety-nine people in a 
hundred, taken as they come in the census, would find 
more to admire in Morris's songs than in the writings 
of any other Ameriain poet; and that is a parish 
in the poetical E[)iscopate well worthy a wise man's 
nurture and prizing. 

** As to the man — Morris, my friend — I can hanlly 
venture to * bum incense (m his moustache,' as the 

French say — write his praist^s under his very nose — but as far off as Philadelphia, you may pay 
tribute to his loyal nature and manly excellences. Hi-^ pi»rs4)nal (juaiitit*^ have ni:nle hiiu univtTs:i 
but this overflow u|)ou the world doe^ not imi)overish him for his friends. I havr outlined a trut 
fine fellow, fill up the picture to your liking.' 

The music of this song was comjxised by Henry Rcsskli- 
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Tbi^ Ixtok U all tbnt*^ left me now! 

Tears will unbidden ?»turt: 
Witb falterinc lip and tbn>bl>iiig bmw, 

1 pn-^-* it to my heart. 
For many gtMieration** |»aM, 

lien* in our family tnr; 
My niotb<T*M liaiHls thin Bible elm«|)e<I ; 

She, (lying, g:ive it me. 
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Who rouiHl tbe lie:irtb-*t»)ne \\m.\\ It) clow 

Arter tbe evening pniyrr. 
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Here are tbey living Mill. 



My father read tbi?* holy UmjIc 

To bnitbers, sisters dear; 
II<»\v calm wuH my |>o<)r motber'»* KniU, 

Who leinuHl G«nI\ won! to bc-ar. 
Her nnm»l fu<x» — 1 t»ee it yet! 

What tbrontring menu»rit9* itmie! 
Agnin that little gn»np in met 

Within tbe bulU of borne. 

Tbon tnK-st friend man ever knew, 

Tby t^Mistaney Tve triiil; 
WIhh' all >UTe fal"^*, I fiMind tluv lni.% 

My ctJunM-llor untl guide. 
Tbe niin«"H of mirth nt» tn':i«»nn* i^ive 

That eotdd tbi^ V(»lnine bny; 
In tt-.uliiiiir ni«' the way to live, 

It tiMifbt me bow to <lie. 
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ROBIN AND I." 



Thb mournftilly reroiniaoeiit veraes entitled " Robin and I *' were written by Mrs. Mary Mapbs 
DoDOBy long the editor of St. Nicholas. The melody and arrangement are by Francesco Paolo La Villa. 

LargheUo^ 



^ 



jj ' i J ' J 



^ 



1T7J. pN 



Yes-ter-daj, the wind it moaned,. 



lA 



The sleet drove fast, the 



^ 



Sm 



i I jix ^TrT- j^ij l jjjJj^ i ;^^ ^ 



ma I J J J I ■' J J I J J i 



■# — 0- 




^^^ 



3=t: 



=3: 



m 



for -est groaned, Yet with- in all was bright — 



I I I 



M7 heart, it was light; 



The 



l"iIIIijl"".N,,U.W. 



r 



r I I i ' I 



&^^ 



^ 



igA 



:^ 



^ 



^ 



■r- 



r^ 




*-r- 



I' r r. I r 8i 



M * V 



=t 



^ 



^ 



k > f 



" ■> 



^3^ 




j birds were a- wing-ing Their way through my sing- ing; The glad summer 

I 







^Iffi^ 



I J. J J i i ^-- 



rtil7. 






TK? 



J — *- 



--^Tg > ' r/ * . ffr-';i: 



^ 



sky It shone in his eye — For Rob-in was here, Robiu, R«)l>4n, my dear! Ah,. 







OV7Tl«U. 19M. k; Owrf* J. KrrM. 



Digitized by 



Google 



133 



m 






lit - tie cared I for the gloom of. the 



ii # 



r^JitfS'SSSSSSS? 



^m^^^^m 




'M 



--^^^ 



*3t^ 



:t=s; 



weath - er, 



^M — 

For Rob - in, 



^ 



^^^ 



m- •- 



1- 
for Rob - in, 



"^-=^ 



.8?:U 



wby,. 






?-^-7= 



^=^^TT^=^ -l-r- — r -— — -* 



-• 4- 



gj 



■j^3: 



- g- 



I.— L 






H — I — ^ 



Rob 



in. 



and I were to - geth - er, wereto-geth - er. For Rob - in, 



. J — K- 









^5. gd^ 



-iffl 








9t 



^'77 



^^^J 



rS-' 



-ti ^-*- 



1-^1 



why, Rob - in and I were to • geth 









_^^^ — ** 



Digitized by 



Google 



i:il 






I 



To - dm/ 1 w4d - I V licau h o'w, Tliis flood of 
' ♦ ' ' '. I • ^ f! I ' I 






OL ibt 



7 7 



*. ^ — ^- Tf — -*^-1-ie — 


» — 


^ ^ ^ ]^ — 


-irM — ' 






e 



(';»: 



I »»i • l«iii floor, Ah It jflit 



1s'5 • rsl-: --^ 



U*n« uiid treiu- bles, 






5^ 



m 



And vain - h dis - fern- l>le« 



The 



if 



^E 



11 



! •• JJ 



^TL. 



L 



• -♦ 



r t 



-1 f_jjr-trfr|=r 



-|"- ^r»^ 



-# # #- 



-r-i^>-f-rr- 




-t^—r- 



- f^rr r^ ^^ 



I bird Mon^ \sltli-(mt Ih dis - rord and rout; And the sky looks roo through With its cold 



pnni^ r;[j 



< 4-0--K: 



i!L 



t«? J j-iH_r^i; 



/ 



1 1 'l ' 

' J ! 

4 4 • 



-* — « 



1 5-3 5 I *=^^ 










(»f 



hhio; Fi r Uoh • in in pun* — 



Hob • in, my own! Ah, 



f>'' '.-TT-: I '.77: 1 v7v^-linT0 K-^^I^'^^l 



I I 



I i 



, : ; J 

el I I I I I 5 * 5 • • "^ 

T 



«/<>ir. 



I I I 

i t-t i 










5 ^ 



^-^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



135 



Ajts 



^Agiialo. 



what does it mat - ter how spark • • ling the weath - er, If 




mf Agitato. 



ro^^S^^^^^^P 



^f-j^ft 



t:% 



V=Z. 






^- 



_t^._ ^r.^_ 



• « 



ta 



i f 1 ^ -:r^ — =; 1 ^ ^* — x~^ z- ^;^ — \ \ * -J ^ 



Rob - Id 



and I, and I. 



can 



not nun 



ble. 



^ILIL - , - - -♦ ^ # M M J ^-# # #— — # # 1-, # • * t^~~ i~f-~0- #- ^ .0 " #— # J 



iJ-^ 



^ T 






».'"*; 



: — ¥ .1 — ij_i;s = 

:<_: — ::: 1 — — i I za 



?i- 






^t-^z^ ^_ 



g - ' jLi- ;>=:;f 



- :?_ *E^ 



^;^.3-^ ^;^ 



ram - ble to-geth - - er, to - peth - - er? If Rob • in and I, and I rnn-not 



.t* -m^—-,-- 



I .-gj — 



1f^-N^-5 



r^ JK 



ii^-^ Z .j^w ^'T'O -^. •T^^ij'r"'^ 'i ,;,:y 



«^ 



^-H- 



-*>r 










ram 



ble to • peth • • erf 






' I 



= -r .^*^ ^^ |p. J, ^. ^. 



Digitized by 



Google 



130 



MASSA'S IN THE COLD. COLD GROUND. 




This is ooe of Fa?«er's " Pkntatk»o Melodies/' set to one of his characteristically plaintive melodies. 
It was written in 1;^52. 
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While de mock-infir - bird am nn^r • ing, 
hmrd to hrar old mms-n call • ing, 
Now, dty mmI - Ijr wr<»p a - Iwre him, 

^~*—i i- - -i J-*_^ ^ ^1 * 

4 , 



Hap-pj M dr day Am long. 
CajM he waa so weak and old. 
Moorning caj^e be leare dem he • hind. 
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Dare old mas - la am a uleep • ing, 
Now de mim-mer dajt am com • iog, 
try to drife a • waj mj tor • row. 
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Sleep-ing in de cold, cold groaod. 
Mas . sa neb - ber calls no more. 
Pick - in' on de old ban • Jo. 
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CHORUS. lataadadYoion. 
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Down 



in 



de 



corn - field, 



Hear dat mourn 
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ie dark-eys am a - weep - ing, Mas-sa's in de cold, cold jn^oj^nd 



Mas-sa's in de cold, cold jn'ound. 
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Round de meadows am a-ringing, 

De darkey's rooumful song, 
While de mocking-bird am singing, 

Happy as de day am long. 
Where de ivy am a-creeping 

O'er de grassy mound, 
Dare old massa am a-sleeping. 

Sleeping in de cold, cold ground. 

Chorus. 

Down in de cornfield, 

Hear dat mournful sound : 

All de darkeys am a-weeping, 
Maasa's in de cold, cold ground. 

When de autumn leaves were falling. 

When de days were cold, 
'Twas hard to hear old massa calling, 

Cayse he was so weak and old. 
Now de orange-trees am blooming 

On de sandy shore, 
Now de summer davs am coming, 

Massa nebber calls no more. 

Massa make de darkeys love him, 

Cayse he was so kind, 
Now, dey sadly weep above him, 

Moumiugcayse he leave dem l)ehind. 
I cannot work before to-morrow, 

Cayse de tear-drop flow, 
I try to drive avray ray sorrow. 

Pickin' on de old banjo. 
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This simple, familiar, Roottish-flounding ditty was written by Charles Jefferys, and the music was 
composed by his friend Sidney Nelson. 
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AFTON WATER. 



Thk WlrnrifH? lirjnjr wan wriiieo bjr Hdhebt Buknr in lienor of Mre. Dogald Siewart, the first petBoo 
of lijjfli prji.iti<^i H Iao n*/tK«d or <?i*^*<Hjrajred him. Mrs. SUfwart iolieritai Afton Lodge, wfakJi wag shoatad 
ofi till- Ijaiik <if Hwei-t Aihm, a w/iall river in Ayn4jire. 

Tlie Miifl<^]y t/> whiih Mk. J. R BpiLMAXNet tbebe plaintive wordf, i^ so eweet and so familiar, that I 
gtyti it in a4lilition Uj tin.' tu^^m ehipitrjU^ Keottii>h air. 
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1. Flow gent-ly, sweet Af-ton, a • mang thy green brae«; Flow gent-ly, I'll -sing thee 

2. How lofl-jy sweet Af-ton, thy neigh -bor - ing hilb, Far marked with the coars • es 
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wan • der, as mom ris • es high. My 
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Roands from the bill, Ye wild whistling blark-birth in yoo thorn -y 
Tal • leys be • low, Where wild in the wood-lands the prim • rose - ea 
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dis • turb not mr slaro-ber • ing fair. 



I charge yoa, dis • turb not my 
11)6 sweet -Hcent-ed birk shades mv 
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and 



eve • ning cree|M o • ver the lea, Tlie sweet -ncent-ed birk shades my Ma-ry and me. 



Thy crystal stream, Afbm, how lovely it glides Flow gently, swwt Aft^m, anoang thy grpen hraeai 

And wiikIh by the <^»t when» my Mary rt**»idt»! Fl<>w gt^ntly, (*weet river, the theme or my \ny^x 

H*»w wnnlon thy waten* h«T miowv tW*t lave, Mv MaryV atkvp by thy murmuring stream, 

Aj* tr^^thering 8wtvt flowen-t*, tJic Meius thy cK*r wave I Flow gt^ntly, sweet AfloD, diaturb not her dream« 
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ON AN APRIL APPLE BOUGH. 

Mim MAWiAurr tlvruvKH Laho, the compo>4or of this song, is a daughter of the celebrated composer 
Mttfi f'fmflwi/pr, K, J, iMtifff of Boffton, MaM. Mihh Ijong has distinguished herself by her songs, which have 
i0*f$ myi^tfSy ntmy^Ui fm \ty publisherM here and abrcjad. One of the most attractive features of a concert 
((iv/Ti \fy f U ManiwTipi Hornety during the Season of 1894-6 was a gronp of her songs, written for the 
htitMy, Thu mmU arc lijr Hylvia. 
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LULLABY. 

FROM "ERMINIE." 



A oouic opera was produced in London in November, 1885, which took the town by Btorm, and was 
transplanted the followine Spring to New York, where a like success awaited it Tius was Eduard 
Jakobowbki's ''Erminie. Its popularity here was such that it remained for several years the permanent 
attraction at the Casino, where it made the reputations of several of the artists participating in its production 
and established them before the public as stars and popular favorites. Francis Wilson and Pauline Hall 
were conspicuous illustrations of this result of a phenomenal success. One of the favorite numbers in the 
opera was the ''Lullab^,^' here f^vcn, which was sung by Miss Hall. Jakobowski, a composer living in 
London, wrote the music to the libretto by Harry Paulton, a well known and sooo^sful English librettist 
Another opera by the same composer is '' raolo/' 

Moderaio. 
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1. Dmt moth-er, in dmma I see her, 
S. Ahl e'en when her life was ebb - ing, 



With lov'd face 
Her words were 



sweet and 
_i!l of 
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calm, And hear her voice With love re-joice, When nefttUtifc on her arm I 

me, My fii - tore years Wereall herfearn, Her fateUwas not to se^ My 
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think how she md - ly pressM me. Of the XetLn in rach jfli'^t -'ning ejr An h<»r 

fa- ther. I h<*ard too we<»p - injf, An in sor - n>w jcm«taDd-ing by, AimI my 
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watcli sbe'd keep When she roek'd to sleep Her child with this lul - la - by Bye, 

moth • er's plaiut In her ae - cents faint, This ten - der, swtet lui • la - by Bye,' 
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bye, bye, bye, bye, bye, bye, bye, bye, bye, bye, bye, bye, bye,. 
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Bye, bye, drow - si - ness o'er - tak - ing, Pret-ty lit - tie eye - lids sleep,. 





Bye, bye, Watch-ing tillthoa'rtwak - ing, Dar-ling, be thy slam - ber deep,. 
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Bye, bve, drow - si - oess o'er tak - ing, Pret - 1 j lit - tie eye - lids sleep, 
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Bje, bye. 
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watch-ing till thou'rtwak - ing, Dar-liDg, be thy slam • bers deep! bye, bye, bvo, b ye.^.. .. 
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RORY O'MORE. 



The name of ''Rory CVMore'' has long suggested all that was impudently coaxing and bewitchingly 
tormenting in rural courtship; but more than two centuries ago it was worn by a oiampion of the Irish people, 
and it signified to them everything that was lofly and unselfish in a patriot It was the country's proverb 
that the hope of Ireland was 'Mn God, the Vii^iu, and Rory O'More." 

The words and music of this song are by Samuel Lover, who says: ''From an early period I had felt 
that Irish comic songs (so called^ were but too generally coarse and vulgar, devoid of that mixture of fun and 
feeling so strongly blended in tne Irish character — ^that a pig and a poker, expletive oaths, * hurroos,' and 
^whack-fol-de-rois/ made the staple of most Irish comic songs; and naving expressed this opinion in a 
company where the subject was discussed, I was met with that taunting question which sometimes supplies the 
place of argument, 'Could you do better?' I said I would try; and 'Kory CMore' was the answer. Its 
popularity was immediate and extensive; so much so that on the occasion of her Majesty, Queen Victoria's 
coronation, every band along the line of procession to Westminster Abbey, played 'Rory (^More' during 
some part of the day, and, mially, it was the air the band of the Life Guiuxis played as they escort^ her 
Majesty into the park, on her return to Buckingham Palace. Being called upon to write a novel, I availed 
myself of the popularity attaching to the name, and entitled my story 'Rory O'More.' The success of the 
novel induced the management of the Adelphi Theatre to apply to me to dramatize the stonr, and in this, its 
third form, ' Roir CMore' was again received by the public with such approbation, that it was played one 
hundred and eight nights in the mt season in London, and afterward universally throughout the kingdom." 
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1. TooDg Ro • ry O' Morecoart-ed Kath-a -leenbawn,He was bold as a hawk, and she 

2. "In • deed, then," says Kathleen, "don'tthink of the like, For I half gave a prom - ise to 
8. " Arrah, KaUi-leeo, my dar -lintyyoaVeteas'dme enough. And Frethrash'dfor yoor sake Din - ny 
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as the dawn ; 
er - ing Mike ; 
and Jim Duff; 



He wished in his heart pret 
The ground that I walk on 
AndlVe made my • self, drink - ing 



- ty Kath-leen to please, And he 
he loTcs, 111 be bound." "Faith," says 
your health, quite a baste. So, I 
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thought the best way to do that was to tease. "Now, Ro - ry, be ais - y," sweet 

Ro - ry, "I'd rath - er lore you than the ground." "Now, Ro - ry, Til cry, if you 

think, aft - er that, I may talk to the priest; ''♦Then Ro - ry, the rogue, stole his 
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•FMldy*! mode of aaklDc » girl to name tbe day. 
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Re - proof on her lip— bat a smile in her eye ;** With yoor 

Sore I dhrame ev' - ry night that Tm hat - ing yoa so!" "OhI" says 

So soft and so white, with - oat freck - le or speck^And he 



Kathleen woald cry, 
don't let me go; 
arm'roandher neck, 
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tricks I don't know, in troth, what Fm a - bout, Faith yoaVeteas'd till I've pat on my cloak in -side oat. ''"Oh I 

Ro-ry, '*that same Fmde- light- ed to hear, Fordhrames a! -ways go by con-thrair-ies my dear. Oh! 

look'din her eyes that were beam-ing with light,And he kiss'dhersweetlips— don't yoa think he was right?*' Now, 
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jew - el," says Ro-ry," that same is the way, Yoa're thrat-ed my heart for this ma-ny a day, Aodtis 
jew- eV'keepdream-ingthatsame till yoa die, AndbrigfatmomingwillgiTedirt-y night the black He, And 'tis 
Ro - ry,leaTe off, sir, — ^yonllhagmenomore. That's eigfattimesto-daythatyoo'Tekiss'droebefore. "''Then 
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plax'dthatl am, and why not, to be sore? For 'tis all for good luck,'* says lM>ld Ro-ry 0*More. 
plaz'dthati am, and why not, to be sore? Since 'tis all for gtKNl lock." says bold Ro-ry iVMore. 
here goesan-oth-er, "says be, "to make sare. For there's luck in odd nom-bem," says Ro-ry O'More. 
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FRIENDS FOREVER! 



The words of this soog and chorus were written by George Cooper, and have been set to music by 
John Francis Gilder. The solo is for a medium voice. 
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1. Give me back that look of glad • ness! 

2. Oh, for-giTe the word was spok • en I 
8. Say mj heart by sor - row rir - en, 



Driye the shad-ow from thy brow I 
Must it part two lives 80 dear? 

Now in calm and joy may rest ; 
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Far from thee 'tis wea - tj sad 

Keep each sweet and tea - der tok 

Say the past is all for - giv 



ness,. 
en,..., 
eu 



Say not we mast ser - er 

To my heart a -gain l)e 

Ivet thy smiles the trath at- 
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Life with - out thee is so lone 

Friends weVe been thro' cloud - y weath 

Naoght on earth oar lives shall ser 
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Still thy love is dear to me; 

^un - light in thy smiles I see; 
In thine eyes my fate I see; 



^ 



lEtzi^SiiEE^ 



Say thy gen - tie heart is 

Down the rale of life well 

Till oar livea shall end, yes, 
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mine, 

roam, 

friends 



lore, on 

to • geth 
for • ev 
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Friends 
Friends 
Friends 



for er • er let us be! 
for er - er let ns be! 
for er - er let us be! 
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SOPRAHO. 
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All my lore I give to 
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All my lore I give to thee I 
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Smile as once in days de-part -ed in days de-part-ed All my love I gire to thee, all my lore to 
Bass. 
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All my lore I giro to theel. 
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Be once more my own true heart 



ed, 



FriendB for er • er let oa be. 




:i=a 



r ; ;IQ^ 



^ 



^^ 



di 



H 



Be 



^ 



once more my own tme heart 

g ?-r-r7^ 



ed, Friends for ev - er let us be.. 
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ed, Friends for er - er let us be. 



it^ 



IS 



^_5_ 






Be once more my own true heart - ed. Friends for ev - er let us be.. 
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OLD DOG TRAY. 
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Who 18 not familiar with "Old Uncle Ned," 'SSwane^ Ribber," "Maaaa's in de cold, cold ground," 
"Old Dog Tray," and "O, boys, carry me Mong?" But how many know anything of the life of the extra- 
ordinary man who wrote them? He must have {lassed uimoticed through the streetfl when from every lighted 
concert-room, from almost every family circle, from every hand-organ or roaming ballad-singer's lips, were poured 
forth his irresistible melodies. He wrote Iwtween two hundred and three hundred popular songs — more than any 
other American ; and though they are not equal in popularity or merit, we have yet to hear one which is devoid 
of meaning in the words, or beauty in the air. 

Stephen Collins Foster was born in Pittsburgh, Penn., July 4, 1826. He was a musician almost 
from his cradle, and at the age of seven had mastered the flageolet without a teacher. Every instrument 
in turn gave up its sweetness to his touch ; but he never cared to become a distinguished performer. To 
compose the wonls and music of a song was his chief delight from boyhood. He wrote the words flrst, and 
then hummed them over and over till ne found notes that would express them properly. His first published 
song appeared in 1842, when he was a merchant's clerk in Cincinnati; a second was published the same year 
in Baltimore. The success of these impelled him to give up business and devote himself to composition for 
a livelihood. He returned to Pittsburgh, where he marriea. Mr. Foster had a wide range of culture, was 
an eager reader, and proficient in French and German, and was somewhat of a painter. Tliefew who became 
his intimates speak most enthusiatically of his varied powers ; but he was retiring and sensitive. He attempted 
to illustrate one of his pathetic songs, and handed the sketch with the manuscript to his publisher, who looked 
at it a moment, and said pleasantly, *^ Oh ! another comic song, Mr. Foster !" The artist tore up the sketch, 
and made no more pictures, for the public* 

It has been said that Foster received $15,000 for "Old Folks at Home." This is incorrect; but one 
publishing house paid him nearly $20,000 for those of his compositions which were issued by them. His 
songs have been translated into most of the European and some Asiatic languages. 

Mr. Foster spent his last years in New York, where the most familiar sound was a strain of his own 
music, and the least familiar sight a face that he knew. He became somewhat improvident, and would sell 
for a few dollars a song that brought a large sum to its purchaser. Several of his best were composed in a back 
room of an old down-town grocery, on pieces of brown wrapping-paper. He died in a hospital to which he 
bad been carried from a hotel in the B4)wery, January 18, 1864. 

Of "Old Dog Tray," 125,000 copies were sold in eighteen months. 
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1. The mora of life is past, 

2. The forms I call'd my own, 
8. When thoughts re - call the past, 



And e? - 'ning comes at last. 
Have Tan - ished one b? one, 
His ejes are on me cast; 
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A bet- ter friend than old dog Tray. 
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The fonus I «illeil my own, 

Have \ninlshe<l one hv one, 
Tlio lo\*vnl ont^ the il«ir oik>^ have all jxu'-'HxI away, 

TluMr happy smiKs have tlown, 

Thoir i:\MUlo voiix**i ir^nio; 
I've ootliiusr K'rt l>ut oKl ilt^ Tniy. 

Wluu lluni^lit-i nn^iU the |vi^t» 

Hi^ ovi>«» a*x^ »ni nie t^\^t : 
I knn\ \\\\\ \\\\K\\^>\\y\\ nu hr^Mkivc lu.irt \i.v:lil<iv; 

A'ti ^^;\:S ho cno.^t ^ih./k. 
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AULD LANG SYNE. 



RoBEBT BrRXR WM boTD DMU* Ayr, ScutUnd, January 25, 1759, and died in DamfHoi on the 21rt day 
of July, 1706. Hm Iovcb and bin Horrows, liU jovh and hifl revelingn, are as well known an hb '^Higbland 
Bfary '' and his '*Auld Lang Syne.'' Here is bin own account of hifl finit love and hU fintt mng: '*You 
know our country cujitoni of coupling a man and wiHnan together as partners in the labors of harvest. In 
my fifteenth autumn, my partner was a bewiu*hing creature, a year younger than myself. My scaraty of 
English denies me the power of doing her justice in that language; but you know the Scottish idiom — she 
was a 6011111^, $wed, mmde lam. In short, she altogether, unwittingly to bernelf, initiated me in that delicious 
pasnion, which, in spite of acid disappointi^ent, gin-horae prudence, and book-worm philosophy, I bold to be 
the first of bunum jo3rs, our dearest blessing here below! How she caught the contagion, I cannot tell; you 
medical people talk much of infection from breathing the same air, the touch, &o. ; but I never expressly said 
I loved her. Indeed, I did not know myself why I liked so much to loiter behind with her, when returning 
in the evening from our kbon ; why the tones of her voice made my heart^rings thrill like an IPjcMan harp; 
and, particuUrly, why my pulse beat such a furious rattan when I looked ami fingered over her little hand, 
to pick out the cruel nettle^ngs and thistles. Among her other love-inspiring qualities, she sung sweetly; 
and it was her favorite reel to which I attempted giving an embodied vehicle in rhyme. I was not so 
presumptuous as to imagine I could make verses like printed oncH composed by men who had Greek and 
liatin; but my girl sung a song, which was said to be composed by a small country laird's son, on one of his 
fiOher's maids, with whom he was in love! and I saw no reason why I might not rhyme as well as he; for, 
excepting that he could shear sheep, and cast peats, his father living in the moor-lands, lie had no more 
scholar craft than myself." 

(>f the world-fam<His '^ Auld Lang Syne," only the second and third stanxas were written by Bnms 
although he retouched them all. A song bearing that title can lie traced in brooJsideM to the Utter part of 
IfMN), and the phnM* '^auld lang nyne,*' was current in the time of Charles !• Allan Kamsay wrote an 
inferior wt of wonU to the original air, bi*ginning — 

**KhoaU) Aotd •cqoaintAnci* tte forKOt, 
Tboogb tbcjr rptani with antni?** 

In a letttT to Mrs, Dunlop, datwl Dw^mber 17, 1788, BurnM mivh: "Your meeting, which you so well 
deMrilie, with your old srlwHil-follow an<l friitid, Wfis truly inti^nt^ling. Otit u|)on the way^ of the world! — 
th<7 ^^poil tlw*!' 'social oflVpring of the hi-art.' Two vetemns of the 'men of tlie world' would have nw-t 
with little more lM'sirt*working<« than two hacks worn out on the mad. Apropon, \a not the S(Y>trh phrai^ 
*4tild lang Hvne' ex(t*«Hlingly cxpnfv^ivc? There is an old song and tune which has often thrilled thniugh my 
Sf>ul ; I shall give y«»u the v<tm.« in tlie other sheet. IJght lie the turf on the breast of tlic heaven-inhpired 
poet who com|MMHl thin gloriou*« fragment!*' It is impcwsible to tell whi<4i net of wonls with this n-frain 
Ikim*i ref(*n to in lii<i IhUt to Mnt. I)unl<»p ; for there are at least thn*e whi(*)i antedate his. Here is the bcwt, 
given by ChamUm, in his "Sootti'Oi Songn.'* It bc«n the date 1716 : 



HhotiM olJ ATffiuUotaiiep b« forfol« 

hiA DTVcff thuoKbt apiia, 
Tbr tiamra of U>t« rxtiii|cai«b«4, 

And fullr paat mhI gpio^T 
b tby ktnit hrart now irn»wn ao oold 

In that losing hrr^it <W thioe, 
Th*l iImhi rmiMt m^ier oocv rWWct 



WlM*r<* ATP thy proU«(A(kiQS, 

Tby «ows« Aod oathrfs my dsar, 
Hxm nuul'trt to me, Aod I to tlMC, 

Id rrg^t*'*' y«^ clear? 
Iji U\Xh and truth ■> violate 

To thr \mmifTXaX Kud« dirioa, 
That thon ratMt nrver ooca ivdMt 

On Old liOOK HxD«r 



In another iHtrr, to (mirge Thomson, who is intimately associntiHl with liums and .Skittish music, dated 
Srptemlier, 1 7M, Hums f«y- : ** Otw wmg more, ami I have done — * Auld I.Ang Sync' The air is but meduicre ; 
bat the folkiwing song, the old Ming of the olden tim<-", and whidi has never Xnnnx in print, nor even in 
manuMTipt, until I t<iok it <Iown fn>fn an old nuui's ain^^ng, is emiuirh to mtMnmrnd any air." Mr. TiMimsoo 
aK the words to an old Lowhuxl melody, entitled '^ I fc«'d a lad at Michaelmas,'' and t(vH)ier they make our 
Okl Long Sinoa. 
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8hould auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And never brought to min'? 
Should auld attiuaintance be forgot, 

And days o' lang j*yne? 

For auld lang syne, etc. 

Wo twa hae run ab<Mit the bnrs, 

And pu'd the gowann fine; 
But we've wamler'd mony a weary foot, 

Sin' auld lang Hym\ 

F*or auld lang sync, tie. 

\\v twa hae paidl't in the bum 

Frae moniing sun till dine ; 
But •<*a8 between ua bsaid hae roor'd 

Sin' auld lang syne. 

F'or aula lang syne, ftc. 

And there's a hand, my tranty frien\ 

And gie's a hand o' thine; 
And we*ll tak' a rigbt gude willy-waught ^' 

F'or auld lang syne. 

For aula lang syne, He. 

And surelv yeMl be your pint stoup, 

As surely'ril be mine! 
And we'll tak' a cup o' kiodnen yet, 

For auld bins syne. 

For auld lang s}*ne, etc 
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I'D BE A BUTTERFLY. 



Thomas Haynes Bayly and his bride were visiting Ijord Ashtown, when, on going to the drawing- 
room after dinner, one <lay, the gentlemen found it deserted, and Mr. Bayly went to the garden in pursuit of 
the ladies. Seeing him, they playfully hid themselves in the winding avenues. He followed floating laughs 
and laoes a while, and then sat down in a tempting arbor. When the ladies joined him, he showed them the 
manuscript of " I'd be a Butterfly," that moment written. Mrs. Bayly composed an air, and it was sung 
that evening to a large party assembled in tlieir honor. When the song was afterward published in a little 
volume called " The Loves of the Butterflies," dedicated to their host, Lord Ashtown wrote the following reply : 



The bntterfly, in days of old. 
Was emblem 4>f the soul we're told ; 
This type to you may well belong — 
Yoor batterfly's the soul of song. 
Yet why to me address the tale 
Of loves that flatter in the gale; 
Of spring, or sammer*s genial ray,— 
To me, who hasten to decay? 



Why not address the sportive song 

To Helen, beaatifal and young? 

She well may claim a minstrel's skill ; 

Although a wife, a mistress still. 

Yet such the magic of your strain, 

Methinks I live and love again ; 

Your voice recalls the pleasing theme 

Of hope, and joy, and "Love's young Dream.' 
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Oil, omW I pilfer the wand of a fairy, What though you tell rae each ^ray little n)ver, 

\\\ have a pair of tlioM» U^atitifnl win^s; Shrinks fmm tho bn^tb of the fip»t autumn day; 

Their HUinnuT day's mnihle is H|)ortive and airy. Surely, 'tis iKlter when summer is over, 

Tiiey ?*le<*p in a roM» when the nitjhtini^ale sinir*. To die, wht»n nil fair thinc^ an' fading away, 

Thi»N*' who have we:ilth must U» watehful ami wary, S»me in life*** winter may toil to dix-uver 

power, aiasf nau*:Iit but mi^Ty brinir*; .M«ms of pnKuirin^ a weary delay: 

rd l>e a butterfly, s|H)rtive aiitl airy, Td U» a buttATfly, living a rover, 

U4M-ke<l in a n>-4' when the niirht inhale nn^. Dyiu^; wjien fair ihin^^ are fadint; away. 

Mr. Ifciyly ainrwanK ma«Ie a little |mn»<ly on hii* own *M>njr. whieh he entitleil, ** Tn BK A Pahody." 
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ISLE OF BEAUTY, FARE THEE WELL. 



The T'e-!* *4 thi- fav-^^te of rear* were written bjr Thomas Hayxes Batlv, the Eo^bh writer of 
•T/ vjt.M * '/I >- j^*-rf,#. Tli*r niu*ir wsp ryjcnpriM^ b%' Thomas A, Kawlisc^ who was* the soo of an 
*^x '«^ t K/.v' '^^ ''• i'-'-uiny aryl wai> Ujro in 1775. He became dii^iogULshed a^ a oompcner, and as perfi^rmer 
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Fare thee well! 
Fare thee well! 
Fare thee well! 
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The inspiration for this delightful composition bj Dh. Gerrit Smith was found in the words by 
Robert Louis SrKVENSONy the lamented poet, essayist and novel ist/whone untimely death in a distant island 
cast a gloom over the English speaking world, which had learned to look to him as a leader among the young 
writers who were making the end of the Nineteenth Century a literary period of the first rank. Bom in 
Edinburgh in 1850, the son and grandson of the men who made the family name famous in British 
enjjineering annals, young Stevenson soon turned from tlie law, for which he was prepared, to literature. 
The books of travel in which he recorded his impressions on two journeys taken for his health, which always 
was delicate, placed him at once amou^ the masters of the pen, and ** An Inland Voyage'' and ** Travels with 
a Donkey," published in 1878-79, will remain among the most cliarming examples of this class of books. 
Thf'se were followed in rapid succession with a series of tales, which rankeil among the best of short stories, 
but the publication of "Treasure Island " in 1882 assured tlie world that a new romancer had arisen whose 
fame was to place him high among the masters of English fiction. The subtle diaracter study entitled "The 
Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde" again startled the critics, and the series of romantic tales of 
adventure which began with " Kidnapped," published in 1886, found waiting it a reading public that now 
looked to this author for the best writing of his time. He was not less successful as an e>saviht, and the 
delicacy and charm of his poetry, of which "A Child's Ganlen of Versos" was the most notable example, 
jrave him reputation in still another field. Banished from his belove<l Scotland by the necessity of protecting 
his delicate health, he made his last home in Samoa, ami the news of his life there, marked by kindly 
humanity and political wisdom, was received with affectionate interest by a public which hml taken the 
d(*e[>est interest in this rarely engaging personality. His death at Vailima, on I)ecember 3, 1894, came as a 
personal bereavement to many who had known him only through his works. 
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WONDERFUL THE POWER OF LOVE I 



No collection of German vocal music would be considered complete that did not include the 
slow, dreamy soprano song " Wie Beriihrt mich Wundersam " by Franz Bendel. Several translations of 
the words have been set to the original melody ; of which that here given, by George Cooper, is thought 
to be the best. 
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BLACK-EYED SUSAN 




Although John Gay was the intimate friend of Poj)e and Swift, and wrote the best poetical fables in 
our langiia^, he will be longest remembered by his few songs, the most famous of which is " Black-eyed Susan." 
He was lK>rn in Devonshire, England, in 1(>.S8. He was apprenticed to a silk-mercer, hated the business, 
escaped from it to follow his literary inclinations, and made friends who enoourage<l and assisted him. His 
"Bqrgar's 0|)era," which had a first run of sixty-two nights, was immensely popular in city and country, and 
IS still a favorite for its sweet songs. It was brought out at Lincoln's Inn Fields, under the management of 
Mr. Rich; and the joke was bandied about, that "'The Beggar's Oi)era' had made Gray rich, and Rich gay." 
Its success gave rise to the English opera, which from that time disputed the stage with the Italian. Gay 
wrote a continuation of the " Beggar's Opera," in which he transferred his characters to America ; but the I»rd 
Chamlierlain refuscnl to allow it to be played. He publisheil it, and the notoriety which its attempted 
suppn»ssion gave, causeil him to realize more money than its successful representation would have been likely 
to. The Duchess of MarII>orough gave two hundred and forty dollars for a single copy of it Gay died 
suddenly, Deceml)er 4, 1 732. U|X)n Pope's letter to Swift, announcing the event. Swift wrote: "Received 
December 15, but not read until the 20th, by an impulse foreboding some misfortune." Pope wrote of Gray: 

*Of maoDere gentle, of affections mild ; 
In wit a nuui, simplicity a child.** 

The ballad of "Black-eyed Susan" was magnificently set to a re-arranged old English ballad air, by 
Richard Leveridoe. 
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All in the Downs the fleet was moored. 
The streamers waving in the wind. 

When black-eyed Susan came on board : 
"O, where shall I my true love find? 

Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true, 

If my sweet William sails among your crew." 

William, who high upon the yard 
Rocked with tlie billow to and fro, 

Soon as her well known voice he heard, 
He sighed, and cast his eyes below: 

The cord slides swifUy through his glowing hands, 

And, quick as lightning, on the deck he stands. 

So the sweet lark, high poised in air. 
Shuts close his pinions to his breast 

If chance his mate's shrill call he hear, 
And drops at once into her nest : — 

The noblest captain in the British fleet 

Might envy William's lip those kisses sweet 

^'O Susan, Susan, lovely dear. 

My vows shall ever true remain; 
Let me kiss off that falling tear; 

We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye list, ye winds; my heart shall be 
The faithful compass that still points to thee. 



'^ Believe not what the landsmen say, 

Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind: 

They'll tell thee sailors when away, 
In every port a mistress find : 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so. 

For thou art present wheresoever I go. 

'' If to fair India's coast we sail. 
Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright, 

Thy breath is Afric's spicy gale, 
Thy skin is ivory so white. 

Thus every beauteous object that I view, 

Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue. 

*' Though battle call me from thy arms. 

Let not my pretty Susan mourn; 
Though cannons roar, yet safe from harms 

William shall to his dear return. 
Love turns aside the balls that round me fly, 
Lest precious tears should drop from Susan's eye." 

The boatswain gave the dreadful word, 
The sails their swelling bosom spread; 

No longer must she stay aboard ; 

They kissed, she sighed, he hung his head. 

Her lessening boat unwilling rows to land; 

** Adieu ! " she cries, and waves her lily hand. 




BLACK-EYED SlaAN. 



Digitized by 



Google 



[ft 



FOLLOW UP THE PLOW. 




Few namcA appear more frequently on the music publishers' listo of dong^writers than that of the 
oom|K)rter of thin noug, which is dedicated to the farmers of America. It ma><t be that the |iarents of 
the aimpoHor who U familiarly known as Will S. Hays knew that he would become a sweet singer; for tliey 
gave him tlie name of William Shaktv^jieare. Mr. Hays w&s bom in Ix>uisville, Ky., July 19, 1837. 
Beginning his career as a comfKk^er with the publication of his first song, " K\*angpline/' in 1857, he has been 
busily pnxluctive ever since, contrilHiting humlreds of compositions, words and music, to the songs of the 
country'. During the war he wrote many songs on topics suggested by the conflict, and sulisequentlv formed 
a cimmvtion with one publisher for whom he wn>te no less than three hundred songn in a few years. One of 
thc-e, "Write Me a Letter fnun Home," nmched a sale of 350,000 copies; while "We Parted by the River" 
sold nearly an largely. Extensive and meritorious as his musical work ha«« been, Mr. Hays neither received a 
thorough masic^l education nor devoted him*H!lf to music profewionally. He pursueil it as a rc(*renti(»n in the 
inter\'tiU of his active work as a jmirnalist, in connection with the Louisville Churirr-JoHmal. The range of 
his work ban covenMl all fields of .••ong writing — sentimental, homely, |Mithetic, cxmiic, dialec*t, and war K>ngs 
being iiH-liulcd in the li«*t of lii*< tMin|Mii^itiona 
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you would buihi thecouii • try up, Just fol • low up the plow. 
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Ilnnl time's arc now u|)on U8, 

Ami the people are in debt, 
The country's full of trouble, 

And the worst is coming yet; 
'Ti*^ not without its causes, 

And I'll plainly tell you now, 
The only way to stop it, 

Is to ** follow up the plow." 

Chouuh. 

Then follow up the plow, bojii, 

Follow up the plow, 
If vou would build the countr>' up, 
Jn^t f<»llow up the plow. 

Fill up your fields an<l prairies. 

With a cn)p that's **p«mk1 as jjold," 
And mine your hills and valleys wide, 

For in>n, salt ainl coul. 
The liirth is the prtxhuvr, 

And I mn tell vou, how 
To make a nrincefy fortune, 

Is to ** follow up the plow." 

There are too many p(H)ple, 

Who frtmi tlieir duty skirk, 
WhoVl rather make a fortune 

By some other means tlian work. 
The man who plants tolwcx^o, 

Com, wlit^at, or o»tton now, 
Is Vxxvfi among tlie "moneyeil men,"— 

He ''follows up the plow." 
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TRUE LOVE CAN NE'ER FORGET. 



The inctdent with gave rke to the followiD^r soug, by Samuel Lover, has been the foundation of 
several other ballads, some of them translated from the ancient Irish. The stoiy runs that Carolan, a blind 

harper, rwosrnized his early love, Bridget Cruise, by the touch of her 
haixL, although he had not met her for twenty years. 

IW oid loviM na? playing by the water, when a ferry-boat drew 
nmr.aed btrdMni^ to assist the lady toalight Turlogh O'Carolax, 
ibe faafd, mm ooe **( the characters of Ireland. He was bom in 
X*»bber. ttmntjr li\'%3s|nieath, in 1670, and was the last of tlie ancient 
^ imx ii4' IfteA ttink. He loc^t his eyesio'ht at the age of sixteen. He 

made very beautiful words, but was chiefly 
^ . noted for his exquisite melodies. Goldsmith, 

who had seen him in his boyhood, wrote in 
later life : " HLs songs may be compared to 
tiiose of Pindar, they bearmg the same flight 
of imagination." 
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■ \ Thus sung a min - strel grav, 
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« \ Where min - strel sat a - lone, 
* \ With lips whence blea - ine came. 
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Since from this fa - tal shore. 

When forth, with flash - ingstroke, 

Tliat la - dy - hxt hath gone; 

He kissed with tm - est flame 
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BE LIKE THAT BIRD. 

Those who are raost willing to acknowledge the Bkill of women as an exponent of the musical thoiightH 
of others, have denied her ability to compose original music that is worthy of serious consideration. Laura 
Sedgwick Collins, the composer of thenong **Be Like That Bin!," has proven the falseness of this assump- 
tion, and has shown that sex is not a barrier to excellence in the sphere of creative music. She was the first 
of the two women who studied under Dr. Dvorak during his stay in America, and she has shown her 
appreciation of her instructor by dedicating to him a suite of compositions for the violin and piano, which 
were played with great success before the Music Teacher's Convention of 1897, one of them receiving 
honorable mention in the prize competition. Miss Collins enjoys the unique distinction of being the only 
woman Charter member of the Manuscript Society of New York. Miss Collins is a dramatic reader of great 
versatility. In her monologue, "Sarah Tarl)ox, M. A." she assumes eleven different characters, and Is in fact 
the only person on the stage at any time. As the editor of the New York Hernhl said: "Not one actress in 
a thousand can hold an audience under such circumstances. Miss Collins did it, and I heartily congratulate 
her." The wonls of this song are by Victor Hugo. 
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THE STARS AND STRIPES FOREVER. 



GEORGE M. VICKERS. 

Voictn in dniatm. 
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One fla^ a - lone Rhall wave 
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LOVE'S OLD SWEET SONG. 




It is doe to m varielj rather than m 
aameDeas of quality, that the songs of 
J. L. MoLLOY, have attained the de- 
gree of popularity they have achieved. 
For although there are in musical 
style, as in literary style, certain shades 
of individuality that indicate the 
source of particular words, the 
originality of a prolific writer must 
continue if his works are to hold their 
place as favorites of the publia The 
scope of Molloy's work is indicated by 
the following citation of his best known 
songs, which range ^'from grave to 
gay "—"Blue Eyes," " By the River," 
"Clang of the Wooden Shoon," 
"Clochette," ** Colleen," "Darby and 
Joan," "Drifting Boat," "Golden 
Gleamed the River," "Jack's Fare- 
well," "Jamie," "Kerry Dance," 
"London Bridge," "Polly," "The 
Postillion," "ThadyOTIynn," "The 
Vagabond," "Wandering Jew," and 
" Will (y the Wisp." The tenderness 
of his style is well illustrated in the 
selection here given "Love's Old 
Sweet Song." The words are by G. 
Cliftox Bingham. 
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Once in the dear dead days hejond re - call, When on the world the mists began to fall, 
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Still to OS at twi - light comes Love's old song, comes Love's old sweet song. 
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Foot- steps inaf fal • ter, wea-ry grow the waj, Still we can hear it at the close of day. 
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So till the end, when life's dim shadows fall, Love will be foand the sweetest song of all. 
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LITTLE MAID OF ARCADEE. 




WILLIAM S. GILBERT. 



The collaboration in English ojh 
era between Sir Arthur S. Sulli- 
van and W. S. Gilbert is one of 
the celebrated partnerships of art. 
Sullivan had written several operas 
before "Trial by Jury" which was 
the first "Gilbert and Sullivan" 
production, in 1 875. Then followed 
"TlieSorcerer,""H. M. S. Pinafore," 
"The Pirates of Penzance," "Pa- 
tience," " lolanthe," " The Mikado," 
and the long list of popular success- 
ors, in rapid succession. The humor 
of Gilbert had a quality quite pecu- 
liar to that writer, and the music of 
Sullivan was equally characteristic. 
The popularity of the operas was so 
great as to justify the building of a 
theatre in London for their sole pro- 
duction. Mr. Gilbert was bom in 
1836 and was educated for the law. 
His father, William Gilbert, bom 
1804, died 1889, was a well known 
and prolific writer of England. W. 
S. Gilbert was already celebrated as 
a writer of plays before he wrote for 
Sullivan's music, his best known 

Eroduction in that line being " Sweet- 
earts," ^'Engaged," and "Gretchen." 
He published in 1868 a volume of 
" Bab Ballads," reprinted from " Ju- 
dy," one of which contained the 
germ of the opera of "Pinafore." 
Besides their more important work 
together, these gifted writers have 
combined their talents in the produc- 
tion of a number of songs of which 
the " Little Maid " here printed is a 
good example. Simple, naive, and 
thoroughly good in technical con- 
struction, their work is not only 
universally popular but critically 
tx)mmendable as well. 
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Thought in face and form and limb No - hi>d-y could e-qual him. He was rich, and she was fair; 
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Wretched lit- tie maid-eQ sbel Dole-fal maid of Ar - ca - dee! 
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Dole-ful maid of Ar - ca - dee! To her lit -tie home she crept, There she sat her down and wept; 
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Maid- en wept as maid -ens will, Grew so thin and pale and ill, 
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came to woo, Then a -gain the ros - es grew. Hap-py lit - tie maid - en she! 
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dee! Hap-py lit- tie maid-en shelHap-py maid of Ar-ca-dee!Happy maid of Ar-ca-dee! 
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Alfred Texnysox wa*' loss known, except in his poetry, as a man among men, than almost any of his 
professional brothers. How he looked and 8|K)ke, what he loved and hated, what was his creed, reliprious or 

Klitical, were not revealed except hy inferenoe. Mr. 
me« T. Fields* lecture on him a(forde<l one of the 
few glimpses we have of the huge and rather unkempt 
[)erson, gruff manners, and egotistical conversation, 
which make up a somewhat unattractive picture. The 
date of Tennyson's birth, which took place in Somerby, 
Liu(X)lnshiro, where his father was rector, was August 
G, 1809. Ho was the third of twelve children; and 
those who havt» heard Mr. Fields, will recall the amus- 
ing incident that reveals a family trait. A bold hunter 
had Ix^rdcJ the lion in his don, and on being shown 
into Tennyson's receipt ion-room, saw a tadtum-kxiking 
^'utleman sitting there, evidently at home. Approach- 
ing him, the visitor said blandly, "Have I the great 
pleasure of beholdinp Mr. Tennyson?" The tall figure 
drt»w itself up at full length, and in a gloomy voi(X5 re- 
plied, "I am not Alfrwl, — I am Septimus, the most 
morbid of them all." The ix»rfe<t lyric " Break, Break, 
lireak," was written to commemorate the same event 
that called forth " In Memoriam," the death of the au- 
thor's early friend, Arthur Honr>' Hallam, son of the 
historian of the "Middle Ages." The lament was 
given its appn)nriate musical expression, in the melody 
composeil by u ILLIAM R. Dempster, who set other 
Ivrics of Tennyson's, which have Ijocome so well known, 
tliat a choice for this b(x>k was as difficult as it was 
nocossar}'. "The May (Jucvn," and "Turn, Fortune, 
Turn thy Whot^l," will readily n'cur. The music was 
dwlicatoil to Mrs. Browning, — not the iKH'tc^ss, but an 
old and valued friend of the couhkimVh, who residod at 
Aberdeen, Sxitland. Mr, lVin|)ster's character was 
well calculntiHl to call forth lif»»-loni^ friendship**. Mr». Browning writes, "He was its nniiablo, kind, and 
^vann-heart(*«l a man as I ever know, ami his moral cluiracter was unexceptionable." TeuiiVKin died at his 
ii(»ine at Haslomere, Surn»y, (K-toInT 6, 1892. 
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Break, break, break, 



Oil thy cold gray stoues, O Sea! 
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Bivak, break, break, 

On thy cold gray stones, O Sea ! 
Ami I would that my tongue could utter 

The thoughts that arise in me. 
O well for the fisherman's boy. 

That he sh*>uts with his sister at play ! 
O well tor the sailor lad. 

That he siuirs in his boat on the bay ! 
Bivak, break, break, 

i.>ii thy i.'oKl gray stones, O Sea ! 

Bn-ak. bi^'iik* br^»jik» 

Ai I lie Kk»i of thy eratps O Sea ! 
\\\\\ lUo UMixler ^'^uv ot* a day that is dead 

W It iK'wr vN'ino back to me. 
A'kI iiK' Mau In xii.|i> vji> on 

l\»'lKa !u4\vii null r the hill : 
Um,v* oi 'iu '.i'iu«» ,»i\i \ani>heil hand, 
V •nI Ik x^s \\y\ 't 4 \'»iiv that is still I 
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The author of this mn^ is unknown. Provions to ChriHtmiis, 17J)6-'<i, wlien the EngliBh claim tliat it 
ap|>carGiI in an Euu^HhIi mutomime, an oM familiar ScottUh H:>ng was touche<l up by Bums, wliich referred to 
tlie fording of the Tittle iliver Rye. It read: 



Com in' throagh the Rye, poor body^ 

Comio' through the Kye, 
8he drmiglet a* her petticoatie 

Comin' throagh the Kye. 
Oh, Jenny^B a* wat, poor body, 

Jenny's seldom dry; 
She draiglet a* her petticoatie, 

Gomin' through the Hye. 

Gin a body meet a body, 
Cumin' throagh the Rye, 



Gin a bodr kiss a body, 

Need a body cry? 
Gin a body meet a body 

Com in' throav^h the glen. 
Gin a body kiss a body. 

Need the warld ken? 

O Jenny's a* wat, poor body, 
Jenny *s seldom dry ; 

Hli«« draiglet a' her petticoatie, 
Comiu' throagh the Rye. 



So we Hce that the iK>nular idea of the Boug, understood a<^ having referemt) to |NU«ing through a field of 
grain, is erroneous. It fumishos a 8triktng example of tliat |K)puIar compreheuaiou, or want of oomprehension, 
which 80 oflen catchcii at a word instead of an idea. In pictorial title-fiagei^, and other ways, tlic song has 
l)een oflen illustratcd,^-and always as an encounter in a waving field of rye. Recently the idea hos Ixn^n 
utilized by the manufacturers of a ct»lel>rated brand of rye whislccv, who have hung in every bar-nx)m a finely 
exci'uted chromo repretM^nting the lovers in the rye-field. The full significance of the song is apparent when 
we know that custom established a toll of kisses to be exacte<I from losses who were met in crossmg tlie stream 
on the sti>pping-stones. The first stamsa of an old English song, rctuls : 





If a body meet a body, 
Going to the fidr. 

If a body kiss a body 
Ne«d a body care? 
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Gin a 1m) . dy kiss a Ini-dy Xee<l a bo - dy cr\? 

(Sin a Ik) - dy meet a l>o-dy Need a l>o - dy frown? II - ka Ion -nie has bcrlatl-die, 

what htH name, or whaur liU hnme, I din • iia care to tell. 
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Xane, they par, hae I, Yet a' the lads iheytautio at me, When com -in thrti* the Rye. 
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MY AIN FIRESIDE. 



Elizabeth Hamtltok« aadior 
the woitls of "My Ain Fir&-ide,^ 
bom in Belfast, IrelancL Her noble 
Scottish ADoestors had kft their ooootiy 
CD accouDt of religious opinions. Miss 
Hamilton's father died a year after her 
birth, leaving his widow destitute, witii 
three childrai. An aont in Sootland 
took the little Elixaliethy and when, 
soon after, the mother died also, per* 
manently adc^iled her. The giri was 
carefully educated by this annt, whose 
care she rewarded with the most £utfa- 
ful love. After the death at nearly all 
their kindred. Miss Hamihoo and her 
sister made their home in £dinbu7|!:h. 
Here Miss —or, as she was by courtesy 
entitled, Mrs. — Hamilton, received the 
attention and friendship which she de- 
served, and which her then popular 
writings — anK»ne them, the gtorv of 
•* The Cottagefs of Glenbuniie ''-^t- 
arally brought her. In youth, she 
£.>rmed an unfortunate att^Khment, and 
she i»ever married. In b »pe of recov- 
ering her health, she visited the baths 
o( Harrowgate, England, where she 
dkJ in l'?16. 

At one time Mis. Hamilton 1^ her 
hjme, to take care of the motherless 
fiunih- cf a i>:«.C»rcna. Sfce f»?73iifa^ w^*h tfc«3 «x moatt^ and it was un returning to her own hearth- 
Hilo^ xLat sbf wTtjet the =«jo^ •* My Ain I'Ireaiie.'' 
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boD - nie blrthe blink </ my ain fire • side, My 

langh wbeQ I'm mer • ry, aiid sigh when I'm sad. My 
Dane half sae sore as ane's ain fire • side; My 
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ain fire - side, my 
ain fire • side, my 
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ain fire • side, O 

ain fire - side, O 

ain fire • side, O 



sweet is the blhik 
sweet is the blink 
sweet is the blink 
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fire • side, 
fire • side, 
fire • side. 
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The old air to whidi these words are sung was called ^ Toddlin' Hmme.'' Mrs, Hamilton's original 
words read: — 



O, I hae seen great anes, and sat in great ha% 
'Mang lords ami 'mang ladies a' covered wi' braws : 
At feasts made for princes, wi' princes I've been, 
Where the grand shine o' splendour has danled my 

eVn; 
But a sight sae deligfatfu' I trow I ne'er spied, 
As the lM)nnie, biytlie blink o' mj ain fireside. 
My ain finrnicie, my ain fireside I 
O, dierrj-'s the blink o' my ain fireside! 
My ain fireside, my ain fireside I 
O, tben>'s nought to compare wi' my ain 
fireside I 

Anoe mair, Gude lie praised, round my ain heart- 

HUtWi ingle, 
Wi' the friends o' my youth I cordially mingle ; 
Xae forms to o()ropi*l rae to e*f m wae or glad — 
I may hiuv;h whim I'm merry, and sigh when I'm 

Mul; 
Nae fuiiieiiajd to dreail, and nae malice to fear. 



But truth to delight me and friendship to cheer, 
()' a' roads to happiness ever were tried, 
There's nane half so sure as ane's ain fireside; 
My ain fireside, my ain fireside I 
Oy there's nought to compare wi' my ain 
firosidel 

When I draw in my stool on my ai^y hearth 

stane, 
My heart loups sae light I scaroe ken't for my ain ; 
(^iare's down on the wind, it is clean out of sight. 
Past troubles they M>em but as dreams of the 

niglit 
There but kind voices, kind faces I see. 
Ami mark sad affection glent fcMid frae ilk e'e; 
Nae flw<*hings o' flattiT}', nae boo^tin^ o' pride,— 
Tis heart s|M*3iks to heart at ane's ain fireside. 
My ain fin-^iile, my ain fin'?*iile! 
O, thc^re'ti nought to oom|NU« wi' ane's ain 
firetiide! 



Digitized by 



Google 



200 



ERIN. THE TEAR. 



The following song of Thomas Moore's is one of the many which Sir John Anprew Stevenson 
arranged to old Irish airs. Stevenson was born in L761, in Dublin, Ireland, where his father was a profei?8or 
of musia When ten years old, he was received into the choir school of Christ Church, where he soon gave 
promise of the fine abilities that afterward distinguished him. He was made choral-vicar of Dublin Cathedral, 
and was knighted. He produced an oratorio entitled '*The Thanksgiving," and anthems and glees that are 
still popular. He died September 14, 1833. The air to which •*Erin, the Tear'* is sung is ** Eileen Aroon," 
which 18 the true old Irish form of the beautiful " Robin Adair." 
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I 2. E - rin, thy si - lent tear 
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rain - bow that hangs in thy skies! 

Ian - goid smile ne'er shall in - crease, 



Shin - ing thro* sor - row's stream, 
Till, like the rain - bow's light, 
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Sad-d'uing thro' pleas- ore's beam,Thy sans with doubt - ful gleam Weep while they rise! 
Thy ya - rioQS tints n-nite, And form in Heav - en's sight One arch of peace I 
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MAID OF ATHENS. 

Lord Byron wrote these stanzas while in Athens. The lady who inspired them was Theresa Macri, 
daughter of the English yice-eonsul, celebrated for her beauty. She afterwanls niarrietl an Englishnum 
named Black, who resided in her native city. In a note a|>{)onded to the poem, Brrun says: "The closing 
line of each stanza, Zdtri fiou^ adz arazw, is a Romaic expression of tendemeHs. If I translate it, I should 
afiront the gentlemen, as it may seem that I suppose thev could not ; and if I do not, I may affront the 
ladies. For fear of any misconstruction on the part of the latter, I shall do so, b^yring pardon of the 
learned. It means, * My life, I love you!' which sounds very prettily in all languages, and is as much in 
fashion in Greece at tliis day, as Juvenal tells us the two first words were amonest the Roman ladies, whoee 
erotic expressions were all Hellenized/' He says the line in the third stanza which reads : 

*'By all the token-flowere that tell," 

refers to a custom in the East (where ladies cannot writi',) of exchanging sentiments by means of flowers. 

Lord Byron was bom in London, January 22, 1788, and died at Missolonghi, Greece, April 19, 1824. 

The music for the " Maid of Athens" was composed by Ibaac Nathan, who was bom in Canterbury, 
England, in 1792. lie was intended for the Jewish priesthood, and was carefully educated, but tumed his 
attention to music, and soon became a favorite composer of both secular and sacred works. 
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8. By these tress -es, 



ero we part, 
OD • coo • fined, 



Oire, oh, me me back my heart! 
Woo'd by each X - geaa wind ; 
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Or since that has left my breast, 
By those li<i8 whose Jet • ty fringe, 



Keep it now and take the rvst ! 
Kiss thy soft cheek's blooming tinge; By 




Hear mx tow be - fore I go. 
th<j(ie wild even, like the roe. 



Hear, bear, bear, 

like the roe, 



hear my tow be • 
By thoMwitd, 
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fore I go: My life, my life, I love you, I love you, My life, my life I 
eyes like the roe. My life, my life, I love you, I love you, My life, my life I 
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love you. 
love yon. 



Hear my vow 
By those eyes,. 



be» - fore I go : My life, my life, I love you. 
like the roe, My life, my life, I love yon. 
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3. By that lip, I long to taste ; By that zone en - cir - cPd waist ; By 

4. Maid of Ath-cns, I am gone ; Think of me, sweet, when a - lone. 
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all the to - ken-flow'ra that tell What words can nev - er speak so well ; By 
Though I fly to Is - tam - bol, Ath - ens hold my heart and soul ; 
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lovers al - ter • nate joj aud woe, 
Can I ceaae to love thee? 



jov, and woe, 

no, no, no I 



By love's al - ter- nate 
Can I cease to 




joy and woe, My life, my lifi*, I love you, I love yon, My life, my lif«», I 
love thee ? no I My life, my life, 1 love you, 1 love you, My life, my life, I 




love you. 
love vou. 
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IJy love*8 al - ter - nate joy and woe. My life, my life, I love you. 
Can I cease to love thee ? no I My life, my life, I love you. 
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THE SEA. 

Rrya5 Waller Procter ("Barry Cornwall,") priMluond a jrreat \-arietv of literature, bat he in mont 
wmWv kn<»wn ami Uwt appreriatod for hin exquisite «onjr*- Of tlM»^?, his nonj^ of "The Si-a," is perhaps the 
U*«it rememlieml. He was l)orn in I.#onclon, in I79(), H|M'nt a long and outwanlly uneventful life toere among 
warm frietMlit ami admirers, ami tliere diwl, ()ct<>l)er 4, 1874. 

The air of this song wns com|K)Hc*d by a singular musical charsrter, who went to London in 1830, and 
hrrmme verv intimate with Procter. Thin wan Sioihmond NcrKoMM, Chevalier, a german composer, iMim at 
SalciMirg, July 10, 1778. He was muHi^rally etiucated bv J<iM>ph liaydn, who wan his relative. He hail 
o|>|M>rtuniti<'A for study ami travel, ami liecranie m> well-inf()rmed as to receive, among his friends, the nick- 
name of "Cyelopaxiia," At tlie h<Mwe of Ignats MiJ^cbelcj*, in I^ondon, Neukomm and Mendel?«4ohn met 
frivpiently. MoNrlieles, in his diary, tells us, that, although they U*came friemlly, their mutual appreriatioD 
wat confinei) to the social virtues; for Neukomm thought Memleln^»hn *^too impetuous, m)isy, and lavish in 
tin* wv of wind instruments, Uu) exagg«*rated in his teinpo^ and t^io rmtless in his playing;'' wliile tliegloricsM 
young musical genius, would turn imiNitientlv on his heel, exclaiming, '' If only tliat excellent maUp Neu- 
komm, would write better music! He speaks so ably, his huiguage and letters are so choice, and yet his 
music — how commonplace!'' 

Chorley, in his mitsioJ recollections, gives us a picture which makes us (ei*\ that Mendelsohn's jmlgment 
was far too lenient. He says: "Of all the nH»n of talent I have ever known, Chevalier Neukomm was the 
nvwt delilterate in turning to account every girt, ever>' talent, every cn»atu re-comfort to be prtKurpd fn>m 
others; withal, shrewii, pleasant, univer^ially (Mlnrateif beyond the generality of musical composers of his 
period. A man who haa lieen largely * knocked aliout,' ami had lie<*n haniened into the habit or duty of 
km)cking any one whom he ctHiKI fascinate into lielieving in him. Never was any man more adroit in cater- 
ing f(»r his own comforts — in administering vicarious lienevolence. Once having gained entnmce into a house, 
1h» remained then?, with a pos«e«*<ion of self-p< »ic»i ion the like of which I have never seen. There was no 
ptiwibility of dinloilging htm, save at his own deliberate will and pleasure. He would have htsint ami tisagei 
regulated in amfonnity with his own taster; ami these were more regulat««l by imiividual whimsy than uni- 
vcnial cimvenience, lie must dine at one partictihu* hour — at no other. Having embraatl homceopathy to its 
fullest extent, Im* wcMild have his own dinmT exprett^ly made ami pnivitled. The light must lie regulatal to 
suit his eye< — the ti*mpeniture to fit his em]uram«« hut, as ran^ly fails to lie the cw^^ in this world of shy or 
syci»phantic persons, Im» compelleil ol)«li4iici» t4> his decnxM; ami, on the strength of a slender musical talent, a 
smooth, diplomatic manm*r, ami som<» small insight into other worlds than his own, he maintain»l a placv, in its 
k*n^T s)>iiere, as antcMinding aiMl autfMTutic as that of tlie grrat Hemuel Joim^^m, wlu»n he ruled the hoii<^H»kl of 
tla* ThralfM with a nnl of inm. NiHikoram luid no artistic vigtir or skill to injure a lasting po|>ularity for his 
mui«H\ It has |iast, ami g<Mie U> the limlio of oiilivion. Y(*t, for some five years he held a fin*t place in Elng- 
laml, ami was in honoml refpii^ at every prr>vim*ial munii^-meeting. He was at Mandic^^ter, at D«»rby, wh*Te, 
I think, his oratorio of * Mount Sinai' was produml; mo^t pr(>mim*nt at Hinuingham, for which he wrote his 
un*u<nt'n^ful •l)avi«l.'* 1 qtHMion wlH*tlier a m>te of his music liv<*<* in any man's recollection, unk^M it be 



Tho Sin,' to th<' snirited ami stirring wonls of liarry IVimwall. This MWig made at omx» a striking mark <in 

1 heart. The smi 
intr of lioth, l>y Mr Henry PhiliifM, ha<l mi small sluire in the brilliant h\h^\^* Neukomm iMY^nie fiartiaJ- 



tlie |Miblic car and heart. The smriti^l setting liore <Mit tin* npirited wonN; ami the spiritetl singing ami mv- 



ly bliml in his bter yt«rs, ami diwi in I*aris April 3, 18.'*8. 

Mr. Philii|M, in hi«* " R(Hiolle<ii<MiH/' movh : ** Nt-ukomm sent me a m»te, naying ho hm\ compr^snl a song for 
m«' — wfHild I <^Mue to his afHUlments aiKl hmr it? He was tlien an attm^h^ of tiie Fnnirh Amlsw^lor, who 
n-^idwl in Portlaml Plotv. I airvinlingly went, was very kimlly ami politicly re»t»ivwl; he sat down t^* his 
fiiamiforte ami pUycil, ami in his way sang, the song. I wan unable to make any remark ii|M>n it; tor I was 
anything but |»lea^<Hl, ami camlklly otnAiw 1 thought \h* had written it to insult me. I brimght the nianit* 
sfTtfit home, ami on singing it over wa** ntrengthem-il in my former opinion. Tlie more I trie<l it, the more 
di"|»l«'A*«'«l I was. 1 folt, howe\'er, that I was liouml t<i sing it; I cisild mit again refu-^ his ofTiT. Si it was 
fM^insi f»»r the on*tK-»tra, ami I was to intrtnluce it at a graml nKiming amcc^rt, givi-n by NicholmHi, at the 
Italian OjsTa Cornvrt-I^siin. I went very downcast, ami f«*lt aw*urvil tliat I siuiuid Is* hiA<Yl out of tlie 
«>n4M-tra. Thi** mm^i-^lraadttl song was *Tlie wa, the sea, llie ojieii sea.* Tlie orrliCHtra Iwl off the long 
symphony wlm4i precHk«s tlie air. In an instant I heard the mast«*r haml ov<t tlie *sTore; 1 felt smkh*nly 
iiispinsl, "lanir it with all my energy, ami iniitied a vcs'iferoUH encoie. Tlie whole rtmver*«tioii of tlie tlay was 
the magni(i«vnt wHig I hail ju«t ^m)i. My frii*ml, Mori, wIk> k^l the Inml, a-kt^l me if I tli(Mi(;ht 1m* orsikl 
oiKain It f»>r tm giiim-a**. I told him I di^l ikjC think five tiiii would |Hin-li:i*s* it, 'Well,' i%aid he, • Til 
think of it.' He «iid ; ami while he Ha«i tlunkintr, Mr. Fn^derirk I^-ule imi«l Neukomm a vi-Mt, in anxi«iu4 
hofw of olitaiuintr the «Hig, while .Vddi^Min MiMid vmuliinir fn»ni the fir*t-n(M»r wiihIow over the •Jhiu in Kfgent 
ptn^^ for Ilmle's n-tuni. Pn'«<«'nlly lie mtiglit *ivrht of him, inln'O lJ**ale «nveil the iii.nnu^Ti|it tnumfitiaotlj 
in the air; it was tli^'im, ami ntiliiEitl • fortiitH*. I Ulievr tliey g^it it for fifty iruioeaN" 
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The Sea, the sea the o - peu Seal 
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The blue, the fresh, the 
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Witb-out a mark, with- oat a boond, It niD-iieth the earth*8 wide re • gtons round. 
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It plays with the cloud'' it nxK-k-* the skiea. Or 
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I am wi>iere I wocid er - «r be, W^th the 
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mat-terT what mat-terf 
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I shall ride and sleep. What mat-ter? what 
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mat-ter? I shall ride and sleep. 
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BonUwaln'ft wlilatl*. 
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I lo\T, Oh liow I love to ride 
( >n the fii*ra% foaming, burnt ing ti<le ! 
\VlM»n every mwA wave drownn tin* m<M>n, 
()r whi»*tl«'» aUift hi** tein|ii*^t tiiiM% 
And ti'lU Ikiw giN^tb the world U*low, 
And why the wMi'-wot hlant dcHh blow! 
I never w:ih on dull, tiuue hhore, 
Hut I lovoi the irreat hh more ainl more, 
And Uiikwanl flrw to her billowy bn-jf^. 
Like a bini that MrkHh itM m«»ther**« nes^t ; 
Aim! a mother **lie wtut, ainl im to nie, 
For I woM i»om on tlie o{>en wa. 



Tlie wave« were white, and nnl the mom, 

In the iH>i^v hour when I wan l»om ; 

Aim! the wimie it whintleil, the poqN)ir«> rollevl, 

An<l the dolphitw tmni I tlu'ir bookH of pild ; 

An<l never wiw hi-anl ^u(^^ an outcry wild 

Ah wehtmx'd to life the (Kt*an (*hil(]. 

I have liveil, MUiv then, in vsXm an<i strife, 

Full hAy Mini mem a ^uilorV life, 

With witilth to h|M*iid, aiMl a |k)wit to ran^, 

Ihit m'ver liave rtiiuuht or Mi;hed for rlmii^e; 

AikI I>eoth, whenever he <^>nie to me, 

Shall (^mie on the wide, unlMHimkHl 
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The words of this song were written by 
Genevieve McCloud, and the music is 
jfcxrlbed to Renwar Borscy. Bat under 
"±ij very foreign sounding name the friends 
i the composer detect the identity of 
Warren Crosby, who, like Barry Com- 
vull, assumed a name that was an anagram 
cf his own. Mr. Crosby is known &vor- 
ably as an orchestral leader and composer 
of songs and instrumental music, who has 
produced, under various assumed names, a 
number of excellent songs. Among his 
compositions are **The Other Day," "La 
Teraeita/' and some very beautifnl ballet 
music. 
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\^ sun - ny flow - er — span - gled May, 

>^^ a;ff - 'rent from the balm - y May, 

\> ^viUiih re- turned with bud - ding May, 
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r>-»t »vmod to breathe be - neath the sky, Tlie 

N>» liKvs • somsdrift • ed through the air. The 

0,ir hands werejoined no more to part, A - 
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'i^-r---i^ 



f^arled aud ad • cient cber • ry trees, Flung in - cense to the pass - ing breeze, And 
mom • ing wind was cold and drear, The lead • en skies gave forth no cheer, And 
gain the trees with bl<« • somn rare. Made rich with per • fame all the air, We 
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COT • ered all the grass be - low, With bltis - soms white as the dri? - en snow, 

from oar lires the jor bad sped. And from our hearts all the lore had fled, 

knew the bit - ter pain was oVr, Oar hearts were one for - e? - er more. 
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1. I>o J(»U 

9. I>*> YOU 

8. Do ytm 
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lier, liOTef. 
bvr, Lore ?. 



Ilap • pj the skies 
Dark were the i*kies 
Hap • PJ the nkies 
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We w«»re to - geth 
No m«»n» t4i . geth 
We wore to • gi'lh 
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er in snro • mer weath • 
er, stom - y the weath • 
er in som • mer weath - 
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ber , Lore ?. 
ber, LoTe?. 
ber. Lore ?. 



Do 
Do 
Do 



you re 
you re 
you re 
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Hap • py the skies 
IVirkwere the skies 
lUp • pv the skies 



a - hove,. 
a - bove,. 
a - bove,. 
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We were to- 
No more to- 
We were to - 



X X 
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Do you re - mem - ber, 
Do you re - mem - ber, 
Do you re - mem - ber, 



Love ?. 
Love ?. 
Love?. 
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eoUavoce, 



:t=^ 
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Vvvs.svt Uu» WHI Uml Ii 

v,i 4^^ Muiout ohorry trees, 

vvi 4 ' ^^^^ u«'«^'^ Mow, 
.^ v.v>SaxrtMtlio driven snow. 
IVn wm n^mouilKT, love? de. 



Do vou remember love, that day ? 
So (iiffereiit from the balmy May, 
The cherry trees stood gaunt and bare 
No blossoms drifted through the air, 
The morning wind was cold and drear, 
The leaden skies gave forth no cheer. 
And from our lives the joy had sped. 
And from our hearts all the love had fled. 
Do you remember, Love? do. 



Do you remember love, that day ? 
When faith returned with budding May, 
And once again heart spoke to heart. 
Our hands were joined no more to part. 
Again the trees with blossoms rare, 
Made rich with i)erfume all the air. 
We knew the bitter |>ain was o'er. 
Our hearts were one forevermore. 

Do you remember, love? dc. 
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THE WIND IS AWAKE. 



216 



The American poet and eflflayist John Vance Cheney has ^pven to the mnsic-world a nomber of 
(beautiful 
and 



8ion 




N. Y., in 1846 ; and has been long identified with the pm^re^s of his art in New Yurk, in which city he was 
educated. He has composed a great variety of vocal and instrumental works ; notable among which is " La 
Valliera/' a comic opera. 
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1. The wiud is a - wake; pret - ty 
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leares, pret-ty leaTes, Heed not what he says ; he de - ceiTefi, he de - ceiven, 

I I 






^^ rvff. ^ 

' riA r n := ^ J 



, |» , N <^^ 

uH' -# — ^— J i -^=^^ r^ — ^^iJ — "p — I ^ -*- T^ — a -^=^~ r *^ - ~i 



O - Ter and o - rer, To the lore - ly cIot - er, 
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To the lore • ly cIot • er, He haii liftped the iame lore, and fbr- ^^ it 
"^ . . I ^ f9t>tm muimm, . 
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He will nooo be li«ip - ing and pledg- iig 

1 1 , ' ^ m 



to yoQ. 



ez± 



I 



ff 



etOa vtee.. 



7^ 



'S-^'-^-^^ ^^^^-'^ 



■0 — 9 — :^- 



wr^=r^ 



if * t 



p 



^E^^n 



^^,-,r=_j^^g ; I f . ._^» ;■ ;| 



2. The boy is s - broad ; pret- ij 

3. The way of the boj is the 
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rsxa'iX pivt-ty maid. Be- ware lii^ M»ftwonip; I^ a - frakl. Tin a- frakl;. 

w»T (»f ihe aiiul, A»i liirbt as tlie k-aves is dain - tj maid - kiud :.. 
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"Hun^ lua-tiT a k^imy. 
Out* to de • one. 
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Ht* ha< s»id xhrm l* - f ^re, 
Aod tU-otie to lie- Ik'Te, 
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He has said them be • fore, He died for a doz - en ere his beard pricked 

And the one to be • Ueve, Tis the old, old way of it, year af • ter 
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through, And the f er • y same death be will die for 

year, But I know you'll learn of it, too late, my 
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Tho win*! is awake ; pretty lf«v(>»s prrtty leavw, 
Hwtl not what he ways ; Ih' d4'<oei%i«, be deveivea, 

(>v<T and ov<T 

To the lovrly clover, 
II(' has rmpo«l the Maine love, (and ror)^>tten it too). 
He will MXMi be ilKpiii); and plv^i^ng tu y«Hj. 



Jr _?lirL±J 



The hoy is ahrt«<l ; pretty maiil, pretty maid. 
Beware bis w>ll wonis; Tni afraid, I'm afraid, 

Timei* many a mvre, 

He has »«n1 tliem U^fore, 
He A\vA for a dttzen ere his lieanl pricked through^ 
And tbe very Maine death be will die for you 



The way of tbe Uiy is tbe way of the wind, 
A^ li^lit a« tiM* leaves is dainty maid-kind ; 

One to d«vive, 

And tl»e one to lielieve, 
*Ti«» tbe ohi, old way of it, year after year, 
Hut I know yiHj'll (earn of it, too late, my (Imr. 
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LOVE, WHEN I GAZE. 




Robert A. Reiser^ the composer of this song, has 
for many years been identified with a leading music 
publishing house in New York City, where he was bom 
in 1863. He has produced a number of songs and in- 
strumental pieces that have been very popular. "Un- 
certainty/' tlie first song he composed, was written as a 
musical inspiration, and the words were afterwards fitted 
to it. In 1893 he composed "America's Fair Women" 
waltzes, and more recently The "Sorosis" waltzes, both 
of which became popular. Among his songs are " Dear- 
est in the World to Me," "Eyes of Sunny Sjiain," and 
"Love, when I gaze;" the words of this latter being a 
translation from the German of Heinrich Heine. 
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BOBERT A. KEISER. 





J t- 



^m 



Love, when I gaze 
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Oopjrtihi. Irtw. bj Rotwrt A. KclMr ; sMd bj p«rBiMlM. 
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tbj cheek 



so fair. 



Nothoaght of pain my 
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be moreblcKt, Bat when thoa taj'st tboa lo? • ent me, But when thoa tay'it thoo 
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I/)Vo, when I kii«) into thino eye8, 
My clceiKvit Horrow from mo flioi, 

But whon I kinM thy t*h(H>k no fair, 

No thought of |win my love doth nhare. 



And when beside thee I may rest. 

No dream of heav'n could be more blesi. 

But when thou sayest thou lovest me, 
My tears are falling tenderly. 
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FISHING. 




Alfred Jaueh Caldioott derived from a musical father decided proclivities for a musical career, 
which he be^^an as a chorister in the Cathedral at Worcester, En^laud, in 1851, at the ajre of nine. He 
studied under the best masters in Germany, and in 1864 settled at Worcester as orpinist of St. Stephen's and 
the Corporation. He ooiiducted various musical societies. Camhrid^ made him a Musical Ikchelor in 1878. 
A numwr of prizc*s for sonp^ and glees were awanlal to him, and in 1884 he U'came a profer^sor in the 
K4>val CoIIe^ of Mu<ic at I»ndon, at the same time taking the organ at the Alliert Palace, aiNl editing 
Morlev's Part-Song J(mmal. He oompostnl several cantatas (of which "The Widow of Xain" is the best 
known,) and a git*at number of part-songs, glees, and songs. Among the latter are "Unless," ••K<hI I^etter 
I>ays,""I>iHt lyive," "Partefl," *a'nbidden," '(intNtion and Answer," ami ''When all the World was 
Young." He luis shown uuitsual ability in the production of music of a humonnis charac*ter, avoiding all 
trace of vulgarity and yet giving a distinctly amusing turn to the (^>m|Mi^ition. "Jack and Jill," and other 
nursery rhymes, have in |>art atfonhnl him the subjtxt for this treatment. "Fishing" is one of his best 
songs. The words were written by T. M. Wathon. 
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Drowsily turn.s the old Mill-wheel, 

DrowHily ninfl the stream 
That in and out the reeds doth steal, 

With many a whirl and gleam ; 
Stretched on the banks the angler lies, 

Where deei)ost shade is thrown, 
Lazily watching the summer flics 

Ah they dance while the stream nins on, 
" For fish there are plenty in truth," quoth he ; 

** But how they are caught is a puzzle to me.'' 

Heavier grows the sultry air 

With the heat of the summer dav. 
Yet here is the Miller's daughter, fair 

As an early rose in Mav; 
Forth from the quaint old mill ^hc trips 

With a step uncertain and shy. 
But the smile that played on her uirtiHl lips, 

Is changtHl to a long drawn sigh, 
** For men thm* arc plenty in truth," nuotli •»lie; 

*• But how tlicy nn» caught is a puzzle to me/* 

I)n»wsily nins the Mn^am, and still 

The old iiiill-whti*! gtws muiid, 
The hum of the suniiner flies doth fill 

The air %vith a murmuring ^4)und; 
Still (»u the Uiiik tilt* auirler li«'<«. 

But no loiiipT prizing alone; 
Her \\\yr^ lie found iiion* killing than flic^. 

When tli« y nn»ini->4il to U* hi«» own, 
fc>o maiden and ti»»lnTin:iii fully aijni* 

Tiiul fi^'hiiiL'*'' not «itil| n^ it S4t»meth tt> Ih». 
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SOLDIER'S FAREWELL. 
F.'^R MALE VOICES. 
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BONNIE DOON. 

In a letter to Mr. Thomson, Bttrns says : " There is an air called ' The Caledonian Hunt's Delight,' to 
which I wrote a song that you will find in Johnson. * Ye banks and braes O' bonnie IXKm/ might, I think, 
find a place among your hundred, as I^ear says of his night^t. Dd ycMi know the history of the air? It is 
curious enough. A giKxl many years ago, Mr. James Miller, writer, in your gcK)d town, was in company 
with our friend, Clarke; and, talking of Scottish music, Miller expre?>sitl an ardent ambition to l)e able to 
<^mpose a Scots air, Mr. Clarke, |iartly by way of joke, told him to ket»p to the black keys of the harpsi- 
eliord, and preser\*e some sort of rhvthra, and he would infallibly cx)m[H)S€» a Scot« air. Certain it is, that in 
a few days, Mr. Miller produced the rudiments of an air which Mr. Clark(% with some touches and correc- 
tions, fashioned into the tune in question. Rit<on, you know, has the same stor\' of the black keys ; but this 
account I have just given you, Mr. Clarke infomi(Hl me of several years ago. Now, to show you how diffi- 
cult it Lh to tnu« the origin of our airs, I have hmnl it repeatedly asserted that this was an Irish air; nay, I 
met with an Irish gentleman who affirmed that he hail heard it in Ireland, among the old women ; while, on 
the other hand, a countess informed me that the firRt pcrs<m who intniduiXHl tlie air into this C(»untry, was a 
baronet's lady of her ac(|uaintan(v, who took down the notes fn)m an itinerant pil)er, in the Isle of Man. 
How difficult, then, to as<x*rtain tlie truth resjxxting our |)oesy and music!" 

The Km|K»n)r Na|)oleon, |)erha|)s, a)uld not lye exi)ected to appreciate English music; but it is rather 
amusing to rtnul, that when on the island of Saint Helena, he said one day to a lady with whom he was con- 
versing, "The music of England is execrable! They have only one gowl melody — 'Ye liauks and Hraes ()* 
Bonnie IXkhi.* " 

Here are ^yme Mnnra which were found among Bums' papers, af\er his death. They are evidently the 
first form of ** Bonnie I)<Mm": 



Yf flowrry hank^ «»' honnir Doon, 

How mn yr hlcmm «m» fair? 
How can ye rhaot, ye little binU, 

And I mt fu' o* c»r»7 

Thon'lt brv«k ray b<»rt, thon boonie bird. 

That <«inu)« upon tbe bough ; 
Thou niiiiiUt nir o* the happy dATS 

Whru ray Diu«r love wm tmr. 

ThnaMt break my heart, tbou bonnie bird. 
That «tin;r« hrikule thy mate ; 



For aoe I aot, and aae I rang, 
And wiat nae o* my fate. 

Ad hae I rOved by bonnie Duoiii 
To 4ee the woodbiiM» twine : 

And ilka bird aang o* iu love. 
And mc did I o' mine. 

Wi* liKhtAome heart I pa*d a roia^ 
Fme aff itn thorny tree: 

And my faujie lover ataw the row, 
Hut left the thorn wi* me. 



The heroine of " Bonnie I)<K)n" was Mi-* KeniH-ily, of Dulirarnn-k, \\h<>^» fuL-e lover was one 
M'I>*>uiral, of {»pui. 
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J ,, ., U 1,. A »nv hniil, thou warbliii}^ bird, 
jj^^4 ,,,Mt.n/tlm>iij?Mheflow'ry thorn, 

lS|MU.il Mr\rr t«» ivtiirn. 



Oft hae I roveil hy lH>nnio Doon, 

To see the rose and wcMKlbine twine ; 
When ilka binl sau^ o' its love, 

And fondly sae did I o' mine. 
Wi' lightsome heart I puM a rose, 

Fu* sweet u|X)n its thoniy tree ; 
But my faust* lover stole my ros€». 

And, ah ! he left the thorn wi' me. 
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Trb pablio that has so often alighted the namea of 
its pleaMantCMt comforteriy has oocaaiofiallj aoQght to 
raiae from obarurity one to whom its debtii were infinite- 
ly !«**. SAMUfX 'WcxinwoBTH dciKTved from hiM fel- 
low men nothing more tlian the oi>mmon decencies of 
life, until he chanced^ by mere pernifctcncy of erribbling, 
to produce something which, though but tolerable aa 
poetry, touched the univerKal heart. Popular imprcif- 
aion Hcenui to clam him in tlie lint of the unanpivciated 
great, who might have done more had more oeon done 
for them. Is it commonly remembered that a volume 
of his was published in New York, with an eul<n^u*tic 
intnxluction by GtH>rg© P. Morris, whidi contained one 
hundrwl poems, save one, — and tlie bcking one is the 
onlv n-al one that W(k)DWorth ever wrt>te — "The Old 
Oaken Bucket," which was not tlien in exi^ti'ncc. 

lie was Iwm in Sintuate, Plymouth County, Mass- 
achu.*«(^U*, January 13, 1785. ilis father was a farmer, 
and very poor. At fourteen, 5^muel had picked up but 
little rending^ writing ami arithmetic, when lie liegan to 
make rhymes which the vilkge authorities, — the minis- 
ter, and thoai*hool-ma«<ter— saw and pronoumttl remark- 
able. The minb(ter took him into his own fiunily, and 
instmcted him in English branches and I^tin; but 
vene-making kept him from study, and the love of it 
The minister tried to nine money enough to carry 
him through college; but the undertaking fiuled, and 
the st)irit which ia*«pired many youths of his day to get 
an education througn their own eflbrCa, was not p»iHe^0ed 
by our hero. He chose the calling of a printer, but at 
the end of his apprenticeship in a Boston office, he had 
wearied of the anluous work. He formed a preposteroua plan for niAing a tour over the whole aHintry, in 
order to write a description of his travels. But again people were reluctant to invetit for his benefit; and aa 
the economical ami health-giving method of walking did n<it tempt his fancy, hia biogrmpher touchinglv re- 
conls, that when that lio|ie had failed him alj^o, he returned to the print^s case. Soon after, he engagocl in a 
wild speculation, and the same friendly hand euphemistically writes that ** the unfortunate result rendered a 
temporary absemt; from his native State necc>«ary to tlie preservation of his penonal liberty.'' He then 
planned a journey to the South, and a friend who liad often given him tlio same kind of assistance, supplied 
a purse that would take him a little way. He vainly a^ked for work at the printing-offices along his route, 
and arrived at New Haven with blistereil feet ami an empty pocket With additional funds from his 
generous friend, he continued his journey to New York, where he found work, and a atill furthur loan 
awaiting him. I^t ver>e-making and love-making claim<Hl most of his time, and in nine months he aban- 
doned the employment that had on<« given him tlie means of support and left him leisure for literary purstiita. 
He then estaolUlied a news|iu|MT, pnicniring an outfit upon citHlit. It wan calle<l The Bflles-IjeUrtM lirjxm- 
tory, and was enthaMa««tically dcdicat^Hl to the kitlies. Perhaps the fair were highly flatt<*ntl, but the brothers, 
lovers, ami husbamla failed to buy. A crash, of omrsi*, ensueil, after which the cntlitors luul the pleasure 
of reading a poem of six hundred lin€^», whic»h the publbther and editor wmtc to relieve hi?* fcM'lings. 

He workrtl in Hartfonl a few wd'kn, and then went Imi^k to his <»arly home. Once more he set out, on 
finit, in f«\irrh of fame and fortune. He wamlerwl to Baltimore, |Niying hU way by writing for the m*ws- 
papers, and he never hi(*ke<l a market for bin rhymes. But, iMx>r a» ever, he retunuxl to New York, and 
mvolved other lives in the iM*e«iU'!W bittenM^<4 of his c»wn life. He married, and four little oiie^ were bom to, 
and amid the miseries of his imverty. 

During tlie MTir of 1^12-'! 5, Mr. Wo<idworth (tMnluHM a weekly newsjiaper called The H 7ir, ami a 
monthly miigiuiiie (ralle«l The Ihthynn Lumimtry Theoif^/icai UrpoHttory, The latter was dev<»t<xl to thedoc^ 
trine of Sweilenliorg, of whom \V<Hid worth wa.^ a follower. More debt was all that n*sultcxl to him tlinmgh his 
enterprise. He hail no difficulty in obtaining employment in a printing-offiiv^ and, while working there, he 
was asked to write a liiMory of the war with Kn(;Ian<l, in the ^tyle of a nmianci*, to lie entitle<l ^*The 
Clmmpious of Frw«lom." S> wiirer wa-* the public for thin htory, which noUidy now reaiU, that the author 
was often compelled to M'ud twelve unrevl-Hxl lines at a time to the presA. The printing was begun when but 
two shittH wen» written. 
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Two publishing-houses simultaneously offered to collect, illustrate, and publish Woodworth's poems, and 
aooom})any them with a sketch of his life. They hunted stray corners for his rhymed scraps, and solemnly 
asserted that " they wished no advantage to themselves, but were moved' only by the desire to rescue from 
oblivion the fugitive productions of a native poet, who upon the other sid6 of the water would have attained 
opulence, and to relieve an unfortunate author from pecuniary embarrassment;" adding that, if that effort 
met with su(x%88, a second volume would be forthcoming ! Samuel Woodworth died December 9th, 1842. 

"The Old Oaken Bucket" was written in the summer of 1817, when Mr. Woodworth, with his fiim- 
ilv, was living in Diiane street, New York City. One hot day, he came into tiie house, and pouring out a 
glass of water, drained it eagerly. As he set it down, he exclaimed, " That is very refreshing, but how mudb. 
more refineshing would it be to tskke a good, long draught from the old oaken bucket I left banging in my 
fiuher's well, at home." 

*' Selim," said his wife, ** wouldn't that be a pr^ty subject for a poem ?" 

At thi'* suggestion, Woodworth seized his pen, and as the home of his childhood rose vividly to his 
fancy, be wrote the now fiuuiliar words. The name of Frederick Smith appears as composer of the air, but 
he was merelv the arranger, ad the melody is adapted from Kiallmark's music written for Moore's '^ Araby's 
Dau^rhter.*' 
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How «lear to my heart are the scene? of my diilJlnxd 

When fond reooHectk>n presents them to view ; 
The i orchard, ti>e meadow, the deep-tanirled wild-W4x»d, 

And every l<>ved spot which my infancy knew ! 
The wide-iprvading pond, the mill tliat «ti¥xl by it. 

The britC:e and the rc*"k where the cataract fell, 
TIk* c>^ of niv father, llie dairy h<xi^ niirh it. 

And e'en liie ru^le boket that hua^ in the we!L 

Chorc^ 
Trie c>Id cxiken b':«'ktt, the in^n-Umi)*! buckt*t, 
Tr*e mi>*^-o*ven?»l Uu,*Let ll-at hun;r in the wtIL 

T:.»- :l;•♦y^nw^^e^l buek^-t I lj:!tAl a.- a tix^a-ure. 
i\'r 'Awn at ncKxi wL^n rvturneJ In^m iLe li*.Id, 



I foond it the &>uree of an exquisite pleasure. 
The purest and sweetest that nature can yield. 

How ardent I seize^l it, with hamlsthat wereglowine^ 
And quick to tlie wliiie, jx^bblcd K>ttc>m it fell. 

Then ?o»»n with the emblem of tnith overtlowiiii:, 
AikI droi^ping with cxkuik^ss it rvt-e fn>m the well. 

II«>w sweet fn>ra tl:e cT^n, m*>^y ri:n tc> reivive it. 

As |*»i-c^l on the cnirh, it iuolinol to my lij^ ; 
X»>t a full, b!u-hin^ jn^Skt O'u'.d tiiiijH me to Icuve it^ 

Tht»' f.lK\l wi:h tlio nix tar t:ai lupitcr >:it>. 
Arxl i>>w, far rtmovc\l fr\KU the Kac\1 situaii-. n, 

Tl.e tc^ar of reirnt n^iH ii5tn.>i\>;ly sw*^!!. 
As lancv r^•^vrt^ to my fa::;cr'* p!a*ita::.Hu 

And s-ijliS tor the backet >*lilva hur^: iu tLe wtlL 
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Charles Follen Adams, bettor known n» "Leedle Yawcob StraiL**" from hU famous poem of that 
name, is a merchant, who, witli tlie exwptiou of two years scTVice in the civil war, has always resided in or 
near Boston, having been bom in Dorchester, Massachusetts, on April 21st, 1842. Early m life he beean 
%vriting humorous dialect poetry which has l)een published by many of the Ix^ known periodicals. His 
fiarody on the Old Oaken Bucket entitlwl ''Dot Ix)ng-Handle<l Dipper '* is one of the Ix^st of his well-renowned 
parodies. Sung to the tune of " The Old Oaken Bucket " it is very amusing. Dr. Oliver AVendell Ilolmi^s 
wrote an appreciative letter to Mr. Adams, in which he said, "I ho|M* your genial and always welcome humor 
will long continue to delight tlie world to which you have already contributed so much enjoyment'' 

Der Iwet may sing off **Der Oldt Oaken Bookit," How nice it musd bei*n in der rough vinter veddher, 

Und in schveetest langvitch its virtues may tell ; Vhen it hcttlea righdt down to a coldt, fret*zing 

I- nd how, vhen a poy, he mit cggs<lasy dook it, rain, 

Vhen dripping mit txx)lness it rose vrom der veil. To liaf tlot rone annn oup so light as a fwldher, 

I don'd take some schtock in dot manner off trin king ! Und findt (lot der lKX)kit vas proke off der chain. 

It v&s too mooch like hornrs und cattle, I dink. Dhcn down in der veil mit a pole you go fishing, 

Dlierc vas more sadisfactitms, iu my vay off dinkin^, Vhile into your back cooms an oldt- fashioned kink : 

Mit dot long-handled dip{)er, dot hangs py der sink. I {)ct you mine life all der time you vas vishing 

For dot long-handled dipper, dot hangs py der sink. 
•* How schvect vrom der grt»en mossy brim to rtreive 

it" — • Dhen gife oup der liookits uml pails to der horses ; 

Dot vould soundt pot>tv goot — eef it only vas Off mi ken jU^s und tad poh^sschust gife dhem d heir 

true— ' fill ! 

IKt vater schbills ofer, you pctter {lelieve it I Gife me dot pure vater dot all der time courses 

Und runs down your sculeeve, und schlo|)6 indo Droo dhose pit)C9 dot nm down from der sdipring 



your shoe. on der hill. 

Dhen down on your nose comes dot oldt iron handle, Und eef der g<x>t dings off dis vorld I gets rich in, 

Uml makes your eyes vater so gvick as a vink. Und friendts all anmiMlt medheirglaA^esschall clink, 

I (Wis you dot tKM>kit it don'd hold a candle I whtill vill remem|)er iloi oldt C()undtry kitchen. 

To dot long-handled dip[)er^ dot bangs by der siiUc. Und dot long-handled dipper, dot hangs py der sink. 



COUNTY GUY. 

"(^(H'NTY Grv " is a little song by Sir Waltku S(xiTr, s*.t to an air of Mozart's. 

1. O Conn - t_v (liiy, llic hoar in nisrh, Tlio cun haa left the U-*, The or - anzr flowV |M>r- 

2. The vil - hiifo tnaitl »U-aU thro' the ^hu)lr, Ilor (.licphrnl'ii Buit ti» ht-ar; To Ix-nii - ty ithy, hy 

fiinK-H the Jxiw'r, Thf lirrczo U on thp mii; Tlio lark \n< lay who trillM all <lny, Sit< 

lat - tiro lii'.'li. SiiiiT" hiirli Ixtrn ca - va - lior; TIip Klar of lore, all ^tar^ a - Im>t«», Now 

^' trl : ..J r-:;.-; .: i ^rr-- m • -f • f i * 5 " .^ i 

u J ^ _ 

&" i"^ i ill »j^-.il t_Ji - :'L;1il7fyi lv.*" i'"/I oJ 

• I I 

hu-hM, hi^ jmrt - n«T nitrh; Hmw\ hinl. and flow'r, coo - f«M th<» Imiir, Hut whiTO i^ Coun - ly (Jay ? 
p'i.'^TiH nVr inirth and ^kv; An«l bi/h and h^w iho influmo' kn*t», lUit »h<ro i* (%nin • ty Guy f 
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LULLABY. 

William Wallace GiLCHRiSTy the composer of this characteristic song— of which be is also the 
author of the words — was bom iu Jersey City in 1846. At the age of nine years he was taken to 
Philadelphia, where he studied music and became identified with local musical interests. A good and 
peculiarly flexible baritone voice enhanced his reputation as a vocalist; and the beauty of his compositions 
made him famous. Among the prizes won by him as a composer were those of the Mendelssohn Club of New 
York in 1881, and that of the Cincinnati Festival of 1882. 
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KATHLEEN AROON. 



The songs of Franz Wilhelm Abt have enjoyed great popularity because of the ease with which ihey 
are universally understood, and a certain originality of melody which takes hold of the fancy and is retained 
by the memory. The example set by the greater song-writers of Germany, of making the song the vehicle for 
the dramatic expression of emotion, he never followed. His songs rather prompt than express emotion ; 
and so surely do tliey do this, and that with a suggestion of pensive melancholy, that many of his melodies 
have found favor with the makers of hymn-books, where they appear as appropriate and sympathetic settings 
for devotional lyrics. Of the hundreds of songs he has written, lew have the peculiar quality of "Kathleen 
Aroon;" the melody of which is so well adapted to the words to which the Irish term of endearment — 
"Aroon" means treasure of my heaH — gives character, that it might almost have been indigenous to the 
same soil. Simple and unambitious as it is, it is genuinely melodious, and beiirs the marks of musical culture 
characteristic of this composer. The wonls are by Mrs. Crawford. 
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THE MAID OF THE MILL. 
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IlAMii.Trix AIdb, novoliiit, poet ami oompoopr, wan bom in Pkrifl in 1829. lie w well known 
writer or |)o|Nilar w>iigs; whidi have l)eon f«et to ixniHir by himwlf and by other noted compoberu. 
miifMcal wHtinj? to "Tlie Maid of thr Mill" ifl by Stephen Adamh. 
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LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM. 



THBHBappcharwierl^tio wohLh by Thomas M(x>rk; Init tlio arunVnt Iru*h melody to which they are 
mn}c, i^ a|>|m»priat<»ly <tititl<tl "The OUI Woman," In the Memo! re of Sir Jimoh Rorrin^on, it b n^btrd 
that a laily of hijfh rank, lintrninj^, a-^ ho p<mn'<l out a meltin^^ Iovo-<litty, laid her hami ufjon hw arm, n- 
claiminp/* For IwavonV wiko, Moor<% Hlop, Mop! thin in not go«Ml for my houI." M<N»re hinutelf wa« often 
no affwiwl.that voi<v failtn! him. He wriu-s in hw iWary, of an*rtain ocxw»ion, "If I hml given H*ay, I ^hoaU 
havr iMirst ont a <T\*ing; a** I rrmomUT doinjf many y^-ars aj^) nt a larj^e party at I^aily KotheV. No ooe 
lielievcH how much I am affftHtHl in nin^*!^, jMirtly from b(»ing touchetl niyM^lf, and |Mirtly from an anxicHy to 
touch other*." 
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The following nonjf waj* HUjK<^t«l to it* author, Thomab Mcx)Re, by a vwit, in the mimmer of 1 W)7, to 
the romantic »\wi in tlie amnty \Vi<-klow, where tho watorn of the Avon and tlie Avoca are blemivd. 
TImj air, which i* calle<l •*The OUI H<wl of Dennis/' wiw an (^po<*ial favorite with Moore. 
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THE MAID OF THE MILL. 




IIamii.tiim AIdb, novolint, port ami compooer, wm bom in Pkrifl in 1829. He i8 well known m^ a 
writer of |)opular M>ngH ; whioli have Jieen uet to iniiHio by himaeir and by other noted oompoisen. The 
miinioal («ettin)c to '*Tlie Maid of tin* Mill'' \» by Stephen Adamm. 
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LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM. 



THi»K«rrrIiarar(eri?»tic wonl-M l)v Thomas M(X»re; ImU tho am-irnt Irwih melody to which they arp 
rang, I"* ap|)n»priat<»ly ontith""!! "The Old Woman/' In the MemoirRof Sir Jonah Uorrin^on, it in n^lated 
that a laiiy of hi^h rank, lintoning, n^ ho poiin'ti (Hit a moltinf^ lovcMlitty, laid her hami upon hiiv arm, ex- 
claimirifr/* For Inniveir- hnkc, M<K>re, Ktop, Mop! tliJH in not gooil for ray houI." Moore hinutelf w»4 often 
M) affivtwl, that void* faihtl him. He writes in hi« diar>-, of a certain cKxw^ion, " If I had pven way, I hhoakl 
havo biimt out a er\*inj^; b«* I n*moml>er doinj? many yt^nn a^) at a large party at I^ofly HotheV No one 
believt?* Uom much I am afltHHwl in ringing, |iartly from being touch<nl mynflf, and |Nirtly from an anxi<*{y to 
toueli otlwr*." 
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Thr followini; fwni; wao HU(nrp!*tecl t» it* author, Tiiomar Moork, hy a vmit, in the mmmn' of 18()7, to 
the romantic H|Nit in tli« ci)unty Wi<-klo«r, whrre th<> water* of the Avon and tlie Avora aiv blen«inl. 
The air, which i» called "The OKI Htwl of iK'nniH," wm* an oppcial favorite with Moore. 
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MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME. 



This song is the twentieth of Stephen C. Foster's ^^ Plantation Melodies." I do not know diat it is 
true, but I cannot help feeling that it was the intrinsic beauty and merit of these songs that lifted the Chrishr 
Minstrels from the low position usually occupied by such troupes to something like that of a respectable 
concert-room, both in this country and in England. Foster caught his idea of writing his, so-called, negro 
melodies from listening to the absurdities then in vogue with the burnt-cork gentry. He walked home fi^m 
one of their concerts in Baltimore, with the banjo strains ringing in his ears, and before he slept he had 
composer! the ridiculous words and taking air called " Camptown Kaces/' with its chorus of "Du-da, du-da, 
da." He passed from one finer tone to another, until be reached the perfection of simple pathos in ** Old 
Folks at rf)me," " Massa's in the cold, cold ground," " O, Boys, carry me 'long," and "My Old Kentucky 
Home." The masio is his own. 
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The 8i]n nhinos bright in the old Kentucky home, 

'TLs summer, the darkies ore gay; 
The com top's ripe and tlie meadow's in tlie bloom, 

While the biitis make music all tlie day. 
The young folks mil on tlie little cabin floor, 

All merry, all happy and bright, 
Hy'm by, hard timers comes a kntxking at the door. 

Then, my old Kentucky hom«», g(KxJ-uiglit I 



They hunt no more for the |Mks.sum and the cimhi, 

On the meadow, the hill, ami the hhon*, 
They sing no more by die glimmer of the nuxm, 

()n the beiK*h by tlie ohl ciibbin doc»r. 
The day gcxaj by like a nhadow oVr the heart, 

With horrow where all was delight ; 
The time has come when the darkies liave to jmrt, 

Then my old Kentucky home, gtMid-uight! 
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GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE. 

The words of this song are from Thomas M<k)Rf/8 " Irish MelfKlies." The music was composed by 
Halfdan Kjekulf, a Swedish musician, who was born in Christiania, in 1818, and die<l at the same place 
in 1868. He oompo«ed industriously all his life, devoting himself chiefly to the production of pianoforte 
music and p«)pular songs and part songs. 
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(10 where jflory waitH thee. 
But while fame elates thee, 

Stilly oh ! Ktill remember me! 
When the prai^^c thou meetc^t, 
To thine ear in sweeteHt, 

Then, oh ! then remember me I 
Other arms may pn-HH th«», 
Dearer friemlH caresn tliee, 
All the joys that blew thee, 

Sweeter far may he. 
But when friemU are nearest, 
AikI when jovh are dearoHt, 

Then rpniember me ! 

When at eve thou rovest, 
By the rtar thou lovwt, 

Then, oh! then rememlier me! 
Think, when home rptumin)?, 
Brijfht we've seen it burning;. 

Then, oh ! then rpmeml^or me I 



on as summer close**, 
When thine eye rep«Mes 
On its lingering niHes, 

Oiioe Hi> lovwl by thee, 
Think of her who wove them. 
Her who made thee love ttiem. 

Then remenilier me I 

When anNintl th<> dving 
Autumn leaver are lying. 

Then, oh ! then rememlier me I 
And, at night, when gazing 
On the gay hearth blazing. 

Still, oh ! still rememlxT me! 
Then sliould music, stealing 
All the soul of feeling, 
To thy heart appealing, 

D;*aw one tear fn>m thee; 
Then let memory bring tliee 
Strain*! I usi<d to sing tliee — 

Then, oh then rememlier me ! 
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THE OLD TRUNDLE-BED. 

Jamrb Whitcomb Riley was born at Greenfield, Indiana, in the year 1853. But, says an intimate 
friend and Hympathctio writer, the nignificanoe of hU birth lay not in accidents of time and place, but in the 
geniuH of the life that sprang into 
wini? ec|uip|Mxl with the powers of the 
truo Hingor an<l poet, i^ittle is known 
of his youth — nothing fon^shadowing 
the future. The s(;h<x)ls of his birth- 
pla(^» reveal no reconJs of their having 
done anything for his education. Fort- 
unately their rigors and methods 
failed to cripple his genius, or warp 
the tx)etic tendencies of his nature, m 
|M)s*4il)ly the benches and lx)oks of the 
H(*hoolrooni sometimes do with the 

Juickening and impressible mind. In- 
ecd the finest products of Riley's 
genius illustrate tlic fact that the tnic 
iKiet gathers that which stimulates and 
uisnires from the o|K»n ])ages of nature 
and from human nature rather than 
from books. It was of no avail that 
his father, a lawyer, sought to make a 
lawyer of the young Riley, or that his 
teachers at school sought to fill his 
mind with " useful '' knowledge. 
While yet a boy he fled from the bonds 
of such environments. He lived, at 
will, a nondescript life, travelling with 
a show, "Whitlier he went nobody 
knows. He does not know himself, 
for, times, places, and circumstances 
made no permanent impressions on his 
memory. At this time his natural 
love for music was cultivated in many 
directions and found active exorcise 
and free play, and other signs of artistic 
leanings and tastes bq^n to api)ear. 
They were doubtless urged into view 
in his eftbrts to supiK)rt himself. His 
hands fell naturally into ways of doing 
anything agreeable to such tastes and 
inclinations, as his varying fancies led 
him on in his vagrant life, wandering 
through many states. His life thus 
grew up in a practical sdiooling, a true 
self-education, although at random. 
His intellectual {Missions did not lack 

a rougher, strengthening discipline. He found ])1ensuro in doing the work of artisans — painting signs, and 
even picket-fences. But, as manhood approachcxl, home and neighborhood ties asserted themselves, and drew 
him back to his native place. The ''ooflee like as mother made'' was an inspiring recollection, and came to 
mind as a renewing exiwrience. 

The literary |>a.ssion had been a growing fira throughout all the vicissitudes of his wandering life. Now 
he In^in " to write for the pa[x*rs," and s<K)n was nn editor on a country new8|>aper. *' There it was that he 
beciune a jKK^t," says the intimate friend bt»foro mentionwl. But not so, Riley was growing into his birth- 
right of politic genius long l)efore. It is true that now he found a way of singing the songs already in his 
heiirt, and very siwn other newspa])ers of larger growth and wider iufluen<x3 than his own gladly printed his 
poetr\\ 

The musical setting of "The Old Trundle-lkxr' was written by IIomkr N. Baktlett. 
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Thih is a warred mng for a low voice. The words are by Adelaide Prcktor; the mtisic is by 
SuMNEK Salter. 
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knees O hear the an • gel's roi • cesl O night. 

need, to oor weak • ness no stran • ger! Be- hold.., 

Lord! then e? - erle? • er praise wel IIi« pow'r., 
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King! Bo- fore.. 
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THE MINUET. 

Mary Maphh Dofx^B, the writer of the words of this mnff, ha8 heen the editor and oondoctor of 
St. Xicholas Magazine <luriDf( iIh publication. \X» fijeat Miane is chiefly due to her niana|;etDent and akill 
in what roav be n^j^rdcnl as a new fields com]iaratively, children's literature. Her own writings, poetrj and 
\*to^\ are full of Hvmpathy with children's raindn. This is the rarest of gifts in teacher and writer. 4SL 
yicholoM has done the work of many teachers. It has found the children in their homes as well as in their 
school-rooms, ami for a score of years inspired each new generation with fresh impulses, prompting to the 
pure and good in life. Especially is it true that Mar}* Map<*s Dodge in her own personal work has appreci- 
ated the true dignity of ciiildhiMMl and avoided the weak and infantile ways of many would be teachers and 
writen for children. With the poet who is by eminence nature's most sympathetic interpreter she sees tbat^ 
*' Heaven lies about us in our infancy," and for tis would extend the boricon of that ^* Heaven '' till youth 
merges into manhood. Mrs. Dodge inherited from her father a taste for literature. She was one of the first 
( '>ntributorB to ** Ilforik and Home^" a magazine a)nducted by Donald O. Mitchell ( Ike Marvel ) and 
Harriet Beerher Stowe. In 1864 she publi^hetl a volume of ^*Irvington Stories" which met with suceens. 
This was followed in 1865 by her best known work ** Hans Brinker," or the '* Silver Skates," which was 
translated iuto French, German, Dutch, Russian, and other langtmges. It is a juvenile story of life in Hol- 
land and quickly became a classic. 

It was in 1873 that Mary Mapes Dodge undertook the editorship of 8L NieholoM. No more beneficent 
literary work has been done for the minds and hearts of the youth of this land. Summer and Winter, Spring 
and Autumn, there have gone forth to the chiklren ami youth lessons and stories, " Rhymes and Jingles," afford- 
ing instruction, giving pleasure, exciting mirth. From year to year this work has been renewed without 
pwing the appetites of ever hungry minds. 

The melody of '' The Minuet" is by Joseph Mobehthal. 
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S. (ilraodroa'A hair was bright and son - oj; 
8. Mod * em ways are qoite a • larm - ii^, 
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Long A • go. 
Long A • go. 
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How she held her 
Bless her I whj, she 
Brare bat mod • est. 
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pret - ty head. How her daiD - ty skirt 
wears a cap, Grand-ma doe8, and takes 
grand- ly shy — She wonld like to hare 
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Tom-lng out her lit- tie toen; How she hlow • ly leaned and rose — 
Et • 'ry sin • gle day; and yet Grand- ma danced the min - a * et 
Jnst to feel like those who met In the grace- fbl min - n • et 
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(iraiidnui told me all about it, 

Told me, mo I aMjkln't douU it. 

How hlie danatl — my grandma danced 1 

I»ng a^), I»ng a|jn. 
How n\w hold her pretty head, 
How her dainty nkirt nhe spirsd, 
Tiiniing out her little tocM ; 
How nlie hIowIv leaned ainl nw^-^ 

Long Ago,' Long ago. 



(irandma's hair wa8 bri^^it and minny ; 
Dimpled cheeks, too, — ah, how funny I 
Really quite a pretty girl, 

I»ng a^, I»ng a^>. 
DIcM h(*r ! why, nhe wcmrH a cap, 
(irandma duv, and taken a nap 
Every single day ; and yet 
Gramlnui danced the minuet 

I»ng agf>, I^ng ago. 



Modem way* are quite alarming, 
(irandma nays ; but boy^ were charming^ 
Girls and boys, I mean, of anitNe^ 

Ixmg ago, Ixmg ago. 
Brave but nHitkat, gramlly f>hy^- 
8be would like to have ui* try 
Just to ft'el like theme who met 
In the graceful minuet 

Long ago, Long aga 
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A CREOLE LOVE SONG. 



Some of the most familiar music, as well as words, in recent English song, has been the composition of 
Marziaus, the writer of tlie words of this song. The composer of "Twickenham Ferry'' and "Three 
Sailor Boys" is Mridely known and popular ; and yet his composition has been only an incident in a busy and 
scholarly life. Theophilus Marzials is a Belgian^ bom in Brussels in 1850. His musical studies were so 
thoroughly mastered, that in his twentieth year he was called to the important post of superintendent of the 
musical department of the British Museum, which he has now held for twenty-five years. Admirable, and 
deservedly popular as are his melodies, the poems that are set to them are not inferior in merit, and a volume 
of highly creditable verse, attests the fact that his verse-making is inspired by impulses quite independent of 
the production of singable songs. 

The music of " A Creole Love Song " is by Mrs. Moncriefp. 
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gaze all day on the born - lag plain, and I long, I long for the cool a - gain, I am 
no cloud gath - er, will no breath blow from the far, far hill and the far faint snow, The 
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sad and faint with the noon - day heat, and I would 1 I would, I were near my sweet, Oh ! 
sun burns white in the noon a - bove, and my heart is burnt like a flame of loTe. Oh I 
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como, my be - Iot - ed, come, 
come, my be • lov • ed, come. 



Ob! heart of my heart, my own. 
Oh I heart of my heart, my own, 
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Star of my twi - lifrht, come, I am wea - ry wait • injr for thee, a - lone. But 

Btar of my twi - light, come, I am wea - ry wait - Ing for thee, a - lone. Bat 
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Oh, if my h<»art ha<l wiiur*. 
Oh, that my heart had winps 



To fly like a blue • binl far, 
The winga of the eren • Ing brw'ze, 
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mceei. 
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Ohl come, my be - lov - ed, come, 



Oh I heart of mj heart, my 
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I gHJse all <lay on the buminf^ plain,. 
And I long, I long for the orMil again, 
I am sad and faint with the noomlay heat, 
Ami I would! I would, I were ncnir my i*weet, 
Oh I come, ray bc»lovwl, oome. 

Oh ! hi-nrt of my htwrt, ray own, 
Oh I Mar of my twilight, come, 

I am weary waiting for the<*, alon^ 
B«it oh, if my hmrt hwl wingn, 

To fly like a blue-binl far, 
Awny, and away to the end of the day, 

WIm'H* the (hhA ami the palm-tre«^ are, 
Awnv to awuke mv love, 

W'lio Hwinir* in her hammo(*k there, 
If onljr t<» bniithi* on her Hweet, j*we<'t ear. 
Or to die likr a kiw on her hair. 



Will no cloud gather, will no breath blow 
From the far, tar hill and the far faint snow, 
The nun bums white in the noon above. 
And my heart is burnt like a flame of love. 
Oh ! come, my beloved, come, 

Oh! heart of my lieart, my own. 
Oh ! irtar of my twilight, come, 

I am weary waiting for thee, alooe. 
But oh, that my heart had wingi«, 

The wings of the evening bft'ejoe. 
To fly far away to the end of the <Uiy, 
To the awl and the tameriml tn^i* 
Away to awake my love, 

W^ho awingH in tier hammock there, 
If only to breathe on her sweiH, aweet ear, 
Or to die like a kijw on her hair. 



Oh! amie, my l)elov«l, o»me, 
Ob! iMArt of my heart, my own, 

Oh! rtar of my twilight, a)nM', 
I am weary waiting ami all alooeu 
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TlIK wi'IM<»iowri |H¥»t of till* S«Mitli, HAMirKf. Mintuiin IV/k, wiih Uini at TiiHkalorma in 1854, and ww 
fnliKiitivl 111 the llnivi'r>ity of AlfiUitiiu. II<* M(ii<li«'<| tiMfliritM' in N<'W York city; and it was his familiaritr 
with fhit wiiVM of ni<*«li('iil ih*o|»|i* that put him in the way of writing; Miirh phiiMin^ [KM*m8 as '^ Bessie Brown, 
M. ])./' c*n()in^ with thi« hni'M: 



' Atu\ Till A rtiitiffl fimn. I r<r»iir, 



Ili*(iirnln(( to Ahilmma fn»m thi» North, hi'drvotinl hinini'lf to nt^riciiltiin' and to litrrarj work. 
hiM IMMMMM were* |Mil)liM|i(N| iHich'r I h<* (*(»lh*<'ti VI' t it li! of "( M|)and l^*IU/' IliMpn'tty vodm^h entitled " 
Oirr' w«Ti« wt to appropriuti* uumir Uy 1'aoi.o Im Vim.a. 
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1. My lit - tic girl is nrat - ed With - in. 

2. A wea • ry lit • tie roor • tal Has gone. 
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ti - ny bed, With am • ber ring-leta crest • ed A- round hrr dkin-ty head; 
8lnnil)erland ; The Pix - iiw at the por • tal Hare caught her bj toe baud. 
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Ij, She hreathoff 80 nofl nnd low, She calU to mind a 

Ij Will WMm be ineml - ed there That lookn «> inel - an 
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ly Up - 00 the n>ck - ing • chair, 
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Half hill - den in the (mow. 
Up - oo the rock - ing • chair. 
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dar - ling lit • tie sleep • er Who has my love and prayers, my love aod 
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giri. Ahl Ahl My Ut-tle giri. Ab I Ab I My Iit-tl« giri. 
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Mv little pri w w^t«l 

^Vithin her tinv Uil, 
With amIxT rin^rlot* rrpj»t<Hl 

Anmixl her dainty hiiul ; 
8lu» lii"H »*o mlin am! fttilly. 

She brcntlH'M w) i«)ft and low, 
8iie (^IIa to cnirMl a lily 

Half hidden in tin* mhiw. 

A wf-ary little mortal 

Huii p>ne to iilumlMTlaml ; 

The V'lx'u^ at tlie |M>rtJBl 

Have caufH^t ber bj the hand. 



She dmunii her broken dolly 
Will doon lie mendeil tliere, 

Tlmt looki my mehuH'holy 
Upon the nK*kin>(-<4iair. 

I ki** yjHir wavward titwrti, 

My drowHV (it tie (pieen ; 
I know you have care'^M^ 

Fn>m float inj; fomiH iiri«*(H»n ; 
Oh, anffi*!^ let me ktrp her 

To kim away my earw*, 
Tfii«* darling little Klwfier 

Who bait my love aiid prayers. 
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TO NIGHT. 



The ^n^fir r4 rh> l^^^ntlfil aofie. 

;fc» a 7 •*:./ /;ri r.--iar. j z^^A u/.t,-z^ iz. \^*p^ 
a.ol \T, '.-r-^. Ha'. .^/ i»f^v*d ari *rx- 

;,vrirT W0'^r : x*^ 2tf tK^ a;f*r of t'w'rT*- 
f^ «*• f/.Jir^>^J V/ Mr, Wi*,l^m M^xi'v-ci, 

•» ^ a f^, ^'i'A... \ r*^ •(TA- YTf- fk fVzW /Tit iff 

fi^*, xr> ;y^ faf4ivat;r»;f *k*^/t*ejj ot h^r 

w^T*- *^/*Tlr prnt^J ^/y Arrj^rrkan jr>ar- 

r;i.i>Jr«^j, i»^A'f:U, ari'J a nmnyMf^ of voU 
urrtf^. f4 VT""^,, HfT •^/fij^f have b^^n fyit 
to ti^fk'lf: \fy nT/ff*^ ^#f t^ie bessi £n^lL*h 

JoilV VUAJif U (ifUVKRy Uf w^/fn we 
ar*' irtfU-iA/^i ffpr tltf, af^^/f#riate .««^^iiig 
r/ "To Xi'/fit/' H of a Vitenaj family, 
ari^I H w^:ll kfK^wn an an Am^r'v^^n 
mri«i/ian. He wa^ a f#fipil r/f Wiliiani 
Ma>y/ri, ari^l a persj^jfial frU^A of G^xt- 
nr-Jialk, ^/f wfi//^ um^'w \t^, U a r^-j^^^f-nt- 
alive jfiterpf^^/rr, "ToNi^ht^^ i* a 
rriiannif*'/ utf-\(Av^ rerriarkaf^le fr/f t^ie 
Ijeaiitifiil w*^kiinj{ of r/jii*i/' t// v/T'I-, 










r 



i._._ 







p trnfiqwino. 


^ 


^ 


fc. fc_ 1 






^ ^ ' tf 






L* — ; / * — - — ' 



Bend low, O dusk - y 
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nifflit. And give my spir - it rest ; 



Hold me to your deep breast, 
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put old cares to flight. 



(lire bnok the loot do • light Thatonoemjr 
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Houl |MMM^t, That once my 8<)ul i>ti^M»st, 



When loTe waa Iot - li.e«tt, When lore wan Iot • li -e*t. 
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Bcml low, Odink - y iiifrht! 
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It<-tMl low, Odtt*k • J nigfatl 
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The sole em - brace I 
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Un - til th'cm - brae - ing grave 
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I dare your sub - tiest 
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oliiinns ; Your dee|)-e8t spell I brave. Your deep-est spell I brave ; 
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O, HtroDg to 8laj or 



save, 



Ell- fold, en • fold 
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armA! En-fold me in 
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Bend low, O diihky night, 
And give my Kpirit rest ; 
Hold mo to your deep bmst^ 

And iMit old carcH to flight. 

Give bac^k the loKt delight 
That oiHt> my mhiI |MiNp<«ty 
When love wan lovelif«»*t. 

Bend h>Wy O dusky night I 






_ J^_. 



I 

Enfold roe in your armn — 
The sole embrace I crave 
Until the embracing grave 

Shiehl me from lif<**A alarmn. 

I dare your subtlest charms ; 
Your det*|ii'st s|iell I brave ; 
(), strong to i«lay or save, 

Eiifokl me iu your amui I 
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KATETS LETTER- 
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'li'/if, t)A yn ^ ' *r k^%r, f wro*^ ir.j krT<^ a let - t^r. And al-tboQ<rh be can - D<»t 

it, »r»/J f fv>) ' «l h, «'yj j^it a w-al op - on it ; Ttas a seal al - mo>t as 

w«* fij!), Vi» »vri I wr/^, I rUr^ r^A f«t i\»(t half in. The i*ei?b-bor? know 1 

wtm\Ay'fn \f' - I* r»i t\ t}^X ytf^i^n^n v> f^>n - feat - ed \o an - sir er will be hfs.z 
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riMwl, xiiro I tlioii^litHwiiN all 

liljr, A« tlio rrowri of rny 

l<»v« bim^ ainl tbi'yVo iiiijrlit - y fond 

ni(\ MO loil^ BH I 



tho )H;t - tf r. For wby sbonld be l)e poz -zled witb bard 

Ix'Ht Imn-not; For I would not have tbe Post- mas -ter make 
of cliuf- fin>< ; So I dar'd not write bis name out- side For 
bare wait-ed; But may — )>e — t here may^ntlxj one, for the 
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fipell-inj? in the mat - ter.Wheu the man - \\\^ wns so plain that I Ioto him faith • ful - ly. 
hw remarks up - on it, As Td said in - side the let-ter,that 1 lov'd him faith - ful - ly. 
fear they would be laugh- injr, So I wrote "from lit - tie Kate to one whom she lovi^ faith - ful - ly.' 
rea-Htm that 1 stat • ed, That my love can neither read nor write,but he lovejj me faith- ful - ly. 
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I love him 

I love him 

I love him 

lie lovi^ mo 
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faith - ful . ly 
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faitri - ful - ly 

faith . ful - ly; 
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And he knows it, 

And he knows it, 

And he knows it. 

And 1 know where • eVr 
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()ih, jrirN dear, yon ever h<-ar, I wn>ti» my love a letter. 
And althoujjh he *^nnut mid. wire I thon^ht 'twan nil the l>ett<T. 
For \*hy ^ll«mld he U» pii//.l««d with hanl h()ellint; in the niatteri 
When the mnninj^ wa»* «*o plain that I love him tuitht'nlly. 

I wn»te it, and I fohhtl it, ami (Hit a neal u|mhi it ; 
'Twa-* a y^'A aInxM a-* hii;, as the «'n)wn of my lio^t bonnet ; 
For I \\(Mild not have the I'mtmanter make his remark** u|K>n it. 
Ah IM ^lid inside the letter, timt I lov«l liim fuithfiilly. 

My h<tirt \^vki^ full, Imt when I wrote, I dared n4>t put the half in. 
The u<*i«^hU»r^ krK»w I love him, nrnl tbey'n* mighty fowl of ehatlint;; 
S> I dan**! n«»t write his mime out-^i^le ft»r fi-nr they would U* lau;:hini;, 
8o I «n>te •• t*n»m little Kate to one i«liom t*he hivi-^ faithfully/' 

N«»w irirU «i»idtl y«Mi U-lieve it, tliat I\ip*tman so ron*4ited 

X«> an«»\%iT Hill he hririi; me. m> Iimi;: a^ I liave w:iit«il ; 

Hut rn.iv — U* — tlMn» niav'nt U' one. tor tin* n-n-^tn tImt I •»tnteil, 

TIml \\\\ h»ve oiu neither n-uil nor \*rit«», hut he h>ves* me faithfully. 
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AS LOVE AND I WENT WALKING. 



Thk r^ntu\90if^$i rt^rwn h^vinnint^ "A* I»ire and I Wftit Walking," first appeared in MmntfifM Maga- 
zine (f^ir ih* ft'/uHturt- tff Mh. h'HASK Vkmp^ku Hhebmax ; awl wcrre iset to ma^ic for the present work 
try iIm' t^mwttl Kuvlt^U-AtfyryAti m/tni^ft^fr aivl piaai«$t Kichakd Hoffma>'. Profeasor Hoffman was 
U/fri III MarH^**^0'r in J>^.'JJ, fli»<j rarrM* t/> t}^i^ cfmniry in 1847. It w ftaid that for many years he was the 
i/fily tfUtttiH (ff a tii^h cUm iti the aty of New York« Ilk AongH and ini^tnimental compoatkns are rerj 
pif\rt$lMr with ^immiatl tatvtU^M and with all lovem of elegant mu.^ 
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An I/iva fttul I went walk • iug A - long the sea'H gray shore, We heard the green wares 
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I through the twi • light long From sing • ing stars there drift • ed Oar sweet be - troth • al 
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Bat once. In days long alt - er, We walked there, Love and I — The 
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long they are, aud lone - ly,. 



Oh, heart, how full of tears! 
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THERE'S NOTHING TRUE BUT HEAVEN. 
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This most familiar of all 8emi-reIi>?ious Kongs Is one of Tom Moore's "Sacred Melodies." I should 
have l)een glad to include in this collertion much tine and well-known sacred music; but it waH ]m|)a«ible to 
enter that great field of nong, from which enough for a separate volume would have to !» taken, 

1. This world is all a floet- ing show, For man'n 11 - Iq - sion gi^'n; This world U all a 

2. And fnlso the light on glo - ry'8 plume, As fad • ing hufs of cv'n; And faljM* tlH*lii:lit on 
8. Poor wau-d'rers of a storm- j day! From wave to warewf'rr driven; IWr wan-d'nrs of a 
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fleet- ing show, For man's 11 • lu - sion gi?*u. 

glo-ry*8 plume, As fad • bg hues of er'n; 

storm- y day! From wa?o to ware we're drir'n; 



Tlie bniiks of joy. 
And lore and bo|)e, 
Ami fan - cy*8 flaub, 



and 
and 
and 
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tears of woe, 
bi*ao - ty*8 bloom, 
rea - son's ray, 



I>e • celt - ful shine, 
Are bios - soras gathered 
Berre Iwt to light 
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Th<»re*s noth - Ing true Imt 
Tlirn**!! Doth • inpr brifcht bat 
TlM»n'*8 Dolh • ing calm but 
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hrnr'n, TIm'h*'* 
hi'ur'n, Tli'-nV 
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rnUh - iiitr 
nolh - inir 
noth • iuiT 



tmo Imt hrav'n TlHrr'«in>th • iii»r 

hri^'ht hut h<'m*ii.Tli«*rr^h<'th - ui|f 

calm twt h*nii'»,Tli<*n'««noth • iiii( 
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true.... 
bright, 
calm... 
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but 
but 
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EVENING SONG. 



**Limely moon enthroned in azure/' 

FieKfiKlilc Okawt Olkawix whm U)m at Middletown, Conn., December 18th, 1848. Dudley Bock 
wiw liiH tirni iminuiAtr, HijlM^^jijcntly he purnned his education at Leipzig under Moecheles, Riditer, and 
Pliiidy, ami in ifefrlin umler (.'arl Frciderirh Weitzmann and Oscar RaiC In 1876 he went to Chicago and 
hut* \H*i*it artivelv <'n{(a^r«l in }m work thf?re ever since. Mr. Gleason has composed two romantic operas, 
'*(hUo Vi»<'*'nti'' and ** Moiit<?znma/' wierlions from which have been played by Theodore Thomas' orches- 
tra; an ** Overture Triumphale" for organ; two cantatas "God, Our Deliverer,'^ and "The Culprit Fay," 
with Drnkt^n well-known piwrn as the text; the "Auditorium Festival Ode/' especially composed for, and 
Miing at the dc^dimtion of the Auditorium, and also a " Praise Song to Harmony.^' In 1884 he was elected 
a tm»tnl>er of the Umrd of direct^im and an examiner of the American Collie of Musicians, an office which 
hi» JM'ld for some vimrs. Ho was chosen if) represent the American Music Teachers' National Association at 
tlm riHH^ting of tficj English H^xriety of Professional Musicians at Cambridge, England, and has been pre- 
NPntiMJ with a gold modal of honor by the Associazione del Benemeriti Italiano, Palermo, Sicily, " for 
distinguishiHl Norvicm in the cause of art." A number of his orchestral works were performed at the 
(/olurnbinn Ex[HNiition, including selections from "Otho Visconti," and " Montezuma," ana a "Processional 
of tlio Holy (irail '' fVom an unfinished opera. 

BiANOA Di Medici. 
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WAND'RING ALONG.' 




The profegeional visits reoently made to this country by the great Polish pianist, Paderewski, have 
marked an era in the musical annals of America. Of the famous pianists who have dbme to the new world — 
Rubinstein, Von Bulow, Pachmann, D' Albert, and Joseffy — Patferewski can proj)erly be compared with 
Rubinstein alone, since these two only were great creative as well as great interpretive geniuses. Since the 
'""'"''* ' " " tne greatest of living pianists. And it 

Rubinstein in emotional power, and the equal of 
his remarkable combination of botli qualities. 
Adding to this his possession of a wonderful technique, a wide general culture, a romantic history and an 
engaging personality, we have characteristics that interest us as well as skill that arouses our enthusiasm. 

Ignaoe Jan Paderewski was boiu Nov. 6, 1860, in 
Podolia, a fertile and salubrious province of Russian 
Poland, where his father, a man of good &mily, was 
a gentleman farmer. Falling under suspicion of the 
Russian police, the father, who was an ardent patriot, 
was banished to "Liberia when the son was three years 
old, and, returning afler several years he lived a broken 
life until 1894, his chief solace in his declining years 
being derived frona the growing feme of tlie son. 

The misfortunes* of his father and the death of his 
mother during his childhood threw Tgnace on his own 
resources for a livelihood. His. musical genius de- 
veloped early, sensitiveness to musical sounds appear- 
ing m boyhood and he quickly learned all that the 
stray musicians who Visited the remote farm could 
teach him. At twelve he was sent- to the conservatory 
at Warsaw, and in this centre of intellectual and artistic 
Poland he utilized his advantages, not only for the study 
of music, but for laying the foundations of general 
culture and associating with instructive companions. 
At sixteen, he made bis first tour as a pianist through 
Russian provinces playing his own compositions as 
well as those of others. After two years of fiirther 
study at Warsaw, be was appointed, at the age of 
eighteen (18), a professor in the conservatory. At 
nineteen he married a Polish girl, but she lived only a 
year, and, dying, left him a eon, mentally attractive 
but physically paralyzed, his fatherly devotion to whom 
has been beautiful and touching. More than ever 
absorbed in his art, Paderewski now went to Berlin 
where he so improved his hicreased opportunities for 
study that, at the age of twenty-three he was appointed 
a professor in the Strasbury Conservatory of Masic. 
There followed a |>eriod of several years given up to teacning, but without intermitting his determined efforts 
to perfect his mastery of the piano. It was during this time that he met, at a mountain resort in Germany, 
his great country woman, Mnie. Helena Modjeska, the eneourager and patroness of so many great artists, and 
especially those of Poland. She recognized, as did most of his intimates, his genius for the piano, and it was 
owing to her influence that he resigned his Strasburg professorship, abandoned teaching, and went to Vienna, 
where he placed himself under the instruction of his countryman Leschetitzky, the teacher, and aftorwanls 
the husband of the famous Russian pianist, EssipoiT, and said to have been next to Liszt, the most successful 
trainer of famoas pianists. From this master he acquired in seven months the "finish, security and virtuosity " 
as he himself expressed it — which alone were lacking in his professional equipment. Thus prepared, he made 
his debut in Vienna, in 1887, achieving satisfactory success. But it was not till his appearance in Paris, a 
few years later, that he crossed the threshold of his greater fame. His reception in the French capital was so 
enthasiastic that his reputation as a virtuoso preceded him to London, where he appeared in the spring of 
1890, and quickly justified by his performance the high anticipations that had been excited. In London, as 
subsequently in America, the furore over him was not a blind enthusiasm over a loudly heraldeil prodigj', but 
the result of a critical judgment, formed after a series of concerts which began with only moderate success. 
In each case the result was the same — a complete surrender by the musical public, to the genius of one of the 
greatest pianists the world has known. 
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Paderewski came to the United States in November, 1891, and qaickly captivated the critioR aa well aa 
the public. During six months be gave one hundred and (seventeen aincertA, his reputation and his suooeHi 
(growing rapidly. Ketuming for the fleason of 1892-3, he made a concert tour through the country, which, 
excepting poRsibly his own later suecesH, was unexampled in musical history. The receipts for Hixty-«even 
concerts reached the enormous sum of one hundred am eighty thousand (180,000) dollars. Paderewski's 
desire to devote a year to composition prevented his return to America the following season, though he has 
now returned for 1895-6. There are well-informal critics who r^n^rd this still youthful genius as being 
greater as a composer than even as a virtuoso ; and although his temptation must be great to continue to play 
as long as he can reap such rich rewards from public performance, (here will be some oompeiisation for the 
retirement of a great pianist, when, at some future time he may devote his matured genius to enriching the 
musical literature of the world by composition alone. 

Tho^ who are privileged to know Paderewski intimately are enthusiast io over the charm of his personality. 
Ho is described as genial, witty, cultured, broadly interoj^t^Hl in the affairs of the world, and full of^the gentler 
qualiti(^ of humanity, including even gratitude — for it is said that he rememl)ers not only a melody but a 
kindness forever — and yet pos>ess(Hl of a modesty that all his ftncit?M has not spoiled. The story is told of 
him, illustrating both bis essentially kindly nature and his m<»d('stv, that to a lady who at tlie clo^e of a 
concert at whi(£ he had probably received five thousand (5000 ) dollars for two hours work begged him to 
give le^«sous to her daughter, he replied ** Alas I Madam, I have hardly time to teach myself! " 

In his professioual work he does not rely on genius to carry him through. To genius he has added 
unremitting practice and this ho continues as st^riously now as when he was fitting himself for public 
performance. So conscientiously docs he pre|)are hims4»lf that he is said to lie a^i-ake for hours the niglit 
Deforc a concert, mentally going over every note of the programme, to ^eize tlie inner meaning of the composition 
and fresliiy interpret it to his audience. This not only empiuL^izes the extraordinar}* |)ower of his memory — 
he plays entirely without notes— ()ut also points out tho possible cause of an early termination of his career 
as a performer ; for the mental an<l physical strain of such work Is almost l>eyond comprehension. But 
Paderewski's eariv life as a gentleman s son on the Polish farm laid the foundation for a physical stn^ngth 
beyond what would be looked for in one of such slight phvsique. Moreover, the absolute control of his 
muscles, such as one derives from the exercises of fencing, riding, dancing etc., has been a potent fiictor in 
the suceetssful development of his skill in piano pUying. The art of performance on the piano, however, now 
that intelligent instruction, and diligent practice ulace all great players nearly on an equality in merely 
tectmioal skill iu striking tlie notes, is an art in which performers are differentiated rather by temperament 
and inspiimtioQ than by technique. And it is liecause Paderewski is so thorough a musician, has ao sensitive 
an<l analytical a musical ear, is so learned in the annals of music, Is aoomposer of genius, and has a true feeling 
for music, as well as a pheooroeoal power of making the instrument express everv shade of his feeling and 
interpret every particle of his knowledge, that he surpasses all living pianists in delighting listeners of every 
decree of musical intelligence and appreoatioQ, even those who cannot discern or define t^ reason. 

Paderewski's oompodtioos have been chiefly for the piano and orchestra, but the few songs be has written 
are delightfully described as resembling C^ho|>in s Polish songs in spirit, though probably not equal in merit 
to his instrumental works. His first attempt at composition vras made at the age of seven, when be wrote a 
set of Polish dances. These were sul)se()uently published in Beritn in 1882. He wrote industriously during 
his tMivhood studies awl has not omitted since to give some time to the writing of the piano music by which, 
for some years before he came to this oouutry, he was favorably known in America. 

Interesting anecdotes are told of this remarkable man, too many to be recounted here. As a boy he 
souglit the piano and ILstenal to the soun<l of the strings with a highly organiaed ear, striking the ke%-s again 
ami again until he sernired the exact quality of sound that satisfied his acute and sensitive bearing. During 
his youthful Ru««ian tour he was compelled in a small town, to use a piano so ancient that the keys would not 
rise aA^T he struck them ; so he employed an assistant to whip the keys back with a switch, and the audience 
enjoywl this novel " duet " amazingly. 

The ^rmiuinoneiw of his miHical ins|)initi(>n, is illustrated by tlie story of his undertaking, fitr the amuse- 
ment of Mnie. M(Klj«"»»ka awl her huHlmnd Count Itozmta, to extem|>orin! on a theme in the manner of ever)' 
t^>tit (xtmponer from Palctttriiia to Chopin. Wh<*n he finished he develo|ied the same theme, at their request, 
in the manner of Paderewski, and this they declared muh alttigether the mtM delightful of them alL 
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THE DAYS GONE BY. 



TifM Motig WM M'ritten by Jaukh Wnm^mB Kilev. It 10 used hy special permiasioa of the mtliar. 
Tba muMio In the ooiii{¥witioa of Homrb N. BABTLeTT| a noted New York oomposer and '~ 
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O the days gone by f O the days gone by ! 

The apples in the orchard, and the pat&way through 
the rye; 

The chirrup of the robin, and the whistle of the quail 

As he piped across the meadows sweet as auy nightin- 
gale; 

When tike bloom was on the clover, and the blue was 
in the sky, 

And my happy h(»rt brimmed over in the days gone by. 

In the days gone by, when my naked feet were tripped 

By the honey-suckle's tangles where the water-lilies 

dipped, [the brink 

And the ripples of the river lipped the moss along 



Where the placid-eyed and lazy-footed cattle came to 

drink; 
And the tilting snipe stood fearless of the truant^s 

way wara cry 
And the splashing of the swimmer, in the days gone by. 

O the days gone by ! O the days gone by I 

The music of the laughing lip, the luster of the eye; 

llie childish &ith in fairies, and Aladdin's magic 

ring — 
The simple, soul-reposing, glad belief in everything, — 
When life was like a story, holding neither sob nor 

sigh. 
In the golden olden glory of the days gone by. 
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OLD FOLKS AT HOME. 




CHRX.STI.VI inLSSOM. 

As she appeared when tinging "Old Folks at Honne." 



Fob its age, this is one of the beat 
known songs in the world. Four hun- 
dred thousand copies of it were sold, 
and E. P. Christy, of minstrel fame, 
paid four hundred dollars for the 
privilege of having his name printed 
upon a single edition as its author and 
cx>mposer. The true author and com- 
poser was Stephen Coluks Foster. 



JMrnOo. 
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1 , Viuj dawn ii|Ma dc Swaoec r^Llicr, 
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^af'n ! I 
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Fbr, fcr a - waf « 
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Dcrc'« whft injr hettrt b tan • log eb • b«r, IKtcV wb* de old folks Maj. 
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All up and down de whole en 



m 



^J-UL 



op and down de whole ere - a - tion, Sad - - Ij I roam. 



^^^ 



^^^m 



'* * * 



m 



SSi 



^ 



m 



m 



3. 




m;:^^. 



^ ' s 



^ 



JtHIlt 



^ 



Still long-ing for de old plan - ta - tion, And . for de old folks at home. 




'^^^m 



f 



^ 



S 



^ 



Ei 



^^ 



CHORUS. 




in: 



^ 



t-ntT ,=j 



All de world am sad and drear - y, Eb - ry where I roam. 



m 



^5i|:^ 



i :^ i 






^ — r 



?=J^ 



iT=r-i:si- 



2. 



^ 



I^- 



iSrfr 



— *- 



^. 



r^= J ; / ^ 



^-^ 



=«r. — -r y 



^-J ^jH-^JV-^N^ 



Oh! dark-eyg, how my heart grows wea - ry, Far from de old folks at home. 




^ — ^ — ■ " — 3 t- 



All round de lit - tie farm I waa - dcr'd AVhcn I was yoaair. 






■- » * • *— Sr-, 



IVn ma - ny hap - py day* I squau • der'il, Ma- i;y d.^ 50!ij:s I .Min-r. 

When I was play - iug wid my brad - der. Hap • py was I, 
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-zf--. -^-.^ 



Oh I take me to my kind old mod - der, Dere let me lire and die. — Chorus. 



JZISLZ 



-m 



-^ J. jij J 1 1^ 



3d VEBSB. 



-r|--^i- - f,. .-fH _ K 



?-^=r=^ 



1 



s 



One 



lit - tie hut a - mong dc buAh • es, 



One 



dat 



I 



^ 



loTe, 



sad - Ij to mj mem - 'ry 



Still 



•— y ^ 

rash - es, 



^^^H^,-jj 



No mat • ter where I 



roTe. 



^ ^ii^^j^^wr^ ^m^^ 



When 



When 



will I see de bees a • hum - ming 



All 



round de combf 



wiU I 



^I^ 



hear de ban 



i^^^^=S^^"'^ I 



JO 



tom • ming Down in mj good old home. — Chokiii. 




Way down upon de Rwanee ril>ber, 

Far, far away, 
Dere's wha my heart is turning <»hl)er, 

I>ere'8 wha de old folk?* stay. 
All up and down dc whole rrration, 

Siully I ronm, 
Still longing for dc old planfntion. 

And for dc old folk^t at boiue. 

Ciunxv^. 

All do world ara sad and dirary, 

Ebrj'whert» I nmm ; 
Oh, darkeys, how my heart grown 
wearj*, 

Far from de old folk** at home I 

All rouml do little fiuni I wan<h r\\ 

When I was young; 
Di*n many hiippy days I M|uan4len*«i, 

Many de sun^s I ming. 
When I \i*as playing wid my brwhU r, 

Happy wan 1 ; 
Oh, take me to my kind old mudder! 

IX»iT let me live aiMl die. 

One little hut among de l>u»l»e<«, 

( hw dnt I lovf, 
Still Mully to my nK»nK>rj' runh****, 

No matter wh«*re I n>ve. 
Whrn will I M't* de beiit a-humniini; 

All rtMind de (^>mli? 
Wh«*n Hill I hi-ar <k* Imnjo tumniing, 

iKiwn in my g«Mid old home? 
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O. TAKE ME BACK TO SWITZERLAND. 



The words of this little song were written by Mrs, Norton, to a Tyrolese air. It was Jenny LindV 
rendering of it which introduced it in the United States, and made it popular. 
HopaxKa 



1 



^ 



5^E 



^^3=— ^- 



Z3I 



^^ 



ZBtL 



1. By the dark wares of the roll - ing sea, Where the white- saiPd ships are toss-iag free, 

2. I see its hillsy I see its streams Its blue lakes haunt ' my rest - less dreams 
Alto. 



^ 



^ 



;^ J1J X 



4* ^ 



-^•-^ 



-^ ir- 



■^ — ^r— .sr 



3. For months a • long that gloom • y shore Mid 
TmoR_A BAsa 



^ ^'2 !^ I ; 




sea- bird's cry and o - cean's roar, 

I — f^ 



-W7T- 



:2i 



T 



P 



^ 



^S=f^ 



^ 



^ 



Came 
When 



-#-»- 



a yoath-fnl maid -en, Pale and sor-rovr la -den, With a mourn •fnl voice sang she: 
the day de - clin • etb, Or the bright son shin- eth, Pres - ent still its bean - tj seems: 



$ 



£ 



that moum-fol maid - eo, Pale and sor - row la - den, Then her voice was heard 



I Sang 

' it 



no more. 



=f= 



^ 



^ 



:f!=^ 



f=g=^ 



P 



S 



Ob, take me back to Switz - cr - land, My own, my dear, my na - tive land; 
Oh, take me back to Switz • er • laud. Up on the mount -ain let me stand; 



P 



-^3~ 



& 



For far a • way from Switz -er - land, From home, from friends, from na - tiye land; 

-r-. — w- r r 



^ 



^ 



"r- 



^ 



ni brave 
Where flow'rs 



-»-r- 



.f^ 



^ ^ ^^ ^ 

own dear laud a • gain, 
pine, I per - bh here! 



all dan - gers of the main, To see my 
are bright, and skies are clear, For ob! I 






r- 



-^ ^—^ 



ZMZ± 



-t- 



Where for - eign wild - flow'rs cold - ly 



JZ^_ 



iTi 



wave, 



The bro - ken - heart - ed found 



graTe. 






^-T-*- 
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The name of Dr. Thom ar Dunn Englihh is familiar to the reacleni of the jmM forty years ; liut I 
thiuk it ha8 not generally been at»o(*iateil with thid widely |M)|>ular wmg. The muiiic appcarecl with only the 
composer's name attached. 

Dr. Elngli^ was bom in Philadelphia, June 29, 1819. He received the degree of M. D. from the 
UniverRity of Pennsylvania in 18.S9, was called to the liar in 1842, and was a iiractising physician at 
Fort liCe, New Jersey, from 1869 till he retired a few years ago. He was for years devoted to literary pur- 
suits, as author, editor, and contributor to various iieriiHlicals. His vigorous poem, ** The Gallo\i>-<i(M*ni/' 
made & great sensation about 1846, when capital punishment was an exciting subject of popular delHite. A 
selection from his historical poems has recently (1880) been publislied in New York, under the title of 
^ American Ballads.'' 

'*Ben Bolt" was written in 1842. Its autlior was visiting in New York, and N. P. Willis, who with 
Geoi^ P. Morris was editing the Xew Mirror^ a^^king him for a i^nituitous coutrilMition, and mig^(*sted that 
it be a sea-song. Dr. English promised one, anil on n*turning to his home, attemDCitl to make good his word. 
Only one line that smacked of tlie sea came at his bidding ; but at a white hc^ be comnosed tlie five hlnnxas 
of *' Ben Bolt,'' as it now reads, betraying the original intention in the last line of the lust stanza. Within 
a year the poem had been reprintctl in Elngland, ami its author tlieu thought it might be a Mill greater 
favorite if set to appropriate musia Dominick M. H. Hay wrote an air for it, which was nevcTprintctl; and 
Dr. English wrote one himself, which, although printeil, had no sale. It was written entin*ly for the black 
keys. In 1848, a pUv was brought out in Pitt*«l>urgh, Penna., calle<l ''The Battle of Buena Vista,*' in 
which tlie song of " faen Bolt" was introduc(*d. A. M. Hunt, an Engli^iman, conne(*te«I with wiMem 
journalism, had read the words in an English news|ia|)er, ami gave tliem frrmi nicmor>' to Neijbdn Kneahb, 
filling in from his imagination where his memory failed, Kneaas adapted a iierman melody to tlie lino, and 
they were sung in the play. The 
drama died, but the song sur>'ived. A 
manic publisher of Cincinnati obtained 
the copyright, and it was the busineHS 
succos> of his career. In theatric, eon- 
cert-rooms, mitistrel-sliows, and private 
Eriors notliing w*as heard but *' Bi*n 
^It." It wasgHNind on haml-organs, 
and whistled in the streets, and '* 8w(«et 
Alice" became the pet of the public. 
A steamboat in the West, and a sliip in 
the East, were named after her. The 
steamer ¥ras blown up, and tlie ship 
was wrecked ; but Ali<t» floated safely in 
the fragile bark of song. The poem 
went abitiail, and obtained great oopu- 
lari ty in England. The streets ot Lon- 
don were fliMKlevl with parodies, aaswers, 
and imitation, printed on broadsides, 
and sung and sold by curtisUme min- 
strels. A play was written there, based 
upon it, and as late as 1877 a serial 
novel ran through a London weekly 
fviper of note, in which the mem< tries 
evoke*! by the singing of ** Ben Bolt" 
playnl a prominent |iart in evolving 
the cratjt<trophe. The song was again 
bn>ught int4> getM*ral noti<v n^ivntly by 
liein^ (luoteil in Du Maurier's novel 
** Trilby." 

N£i>^>N Knf.ash (not NidioUs, as 
the name ban lH.rn giMierally printed,) 
came of a gixid familv, but prefemil a 
scmi-viurrant lift*. IK* was a teat^ier 
of music in Ni*w York, and a singtT 
in the Park Thtatre, and afterward 

Oa rUOMA5 Dl'NN CNttUSB 
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became a negro minstrel. He married a Mrs. Sharpe, who lost her life by falling overboard from a Missis- 
sippi 8teamlx)at He was a jolly, companionable fellow, *' nobody's enemy but his own," and ended a 
precarious existence in poverty. He always complained that he received but a trifle for the music The 
author of the words, never received anything, and when he complained of mutilation in the words, he was 
told that they were decidedly improved ! I give the original stanzas complete. 



^ 



^ . J' J jH 



[e^IS 



*=* 



1. oil : don't yoa remember sweet Al • ice, Ben Bolt — Sweet Al - ice whose hair was so 




^ji^E ^Jr * "^^ *- 
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^E^^ 



^^^E£ 



z3i r-i^ z}Sff. 



brown, 



Who wept with de - light, when you gave her a smile. 



ii-tirn^-=i=n 



^ 



d — t- 



And 
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-r- "-^^-^ 
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-^ ♦■ 



EEE^E^ 



lf=^ 



=P=r 



-> N— tr 



trembled with fear at year frown. 



In the old church yard, in the val - ley, Ben Bolt, In a 




^^^^^^^P 



bt 



^ 



^ 



— 1 —f^- 



■:^l 
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cor - ner ob - scare and a - lone, 



They have fit - ted 



a slab of the 
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^ h- 

gran- itc 



bO gray, Aiul Kwoet A - lice lies uu - Uer the fitooe, Tliey hare 





^f «f 



Gt- t«d a slab of the (0*AD-itc so irray, AucIswih;! A- lice li(^ uu • iter the stone. 






Ad Khiimwi. 

5 i 5 



< 
i 



1^ ' il 



Di)0*t you rememlier sweet Alice, Ben Bolt? — There in change in the thiugH I loved, Ben Bolt, 

Sweet Alice, whone hair wai* so brown, They have changed from tlie old to the new: 

Who we|)t with delimit when you gave her a smile, But I feel in the depthji of my spirit the ^ 



And trembler] with fear at your frown! 
In the old churrh-^'ard, in the valley, Ben Bolt^ 

In a corner ol>s(*urc and alone, 
They have fitUtl a Blab of the granite ao gray, 

And Alice lies under the stone! 

Umler the hickory tree, Ben Bolt, 

Which sUmmI at the fcMit of tlie hill, 
Together we've bin in the noon-day shade, 

And lintened to Appleton's mill. 
The mill-whe(*l has fallen topi«x% Bt»n Bolt, 

The rafterM have tumbled in. 
And a c|uiet that crawls round the walls ba 
you gajBC, 

Has followed tlie olden din. 

Do you mind the cabin of logs, Ben Bolt, 

At the «lgt» of the |xithU*s^ wo<m1, 
And the button-ball tree with its motley 
linilis. 

Which nigh by the door-step stood? 
The cal>in to ruin has gone, Ben I^»lt, 

The trw you would stH'k in vain ; 
And where once the lonLsof the fon-st waved, 

(irows gra*« and the golden grain. 

And don't you remcnilier thesdiool, Ben Bolt, 

With the master bo cruel and grim, 
And the shaded nook by the ninninc brook, 

Where the childn»n went to swim? 
(f ntss grows on the master's grave, lien IV»lt, 

Thebpring of the bniok i?^ dry. 
And of all the boys who were schoolmates 
then, 

There are only you and I. 



tnilh, 
lTji*re m-Vif W£i* **himut u s>^iu 
T Wvl ve-mt h ii 1 1 s hv m t v 1 1 1 v ► !». i M , I iit i lit it i, 

Sim^ 6r4 we wrfre frieiMl-* — yi^ I hail 
Tliy prcK-nce a ble?*ing, ihy f*riend»liip a 
tnifh^ 
heu Bolt, of ttie mlt-m gale 1 
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JANET'S CHOICE. 



Wherever English songs are sune, the name "Claribel" — the pseudonym of Charlotte Barnard — is 
dear. Her ballads live in the nomes ana hearts of the people, because they are known to be musically and 
morally pure. "Drearily drift the shadows/' "I cannot sing the old songs/' "Janet's choice" and "We'd 
better bioe a wee/' are types of songs which, for beauty, pathos, and nobility of sentiment, may be almost said 
to form a class by themselves. 



m 



^tirrrrT—r -^ ^ 



=r 



1. They saj I may mar • ry the 



^ lujif frniL ^r ii tJ i l i ^ ^ 



\mj4f4 
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^h fj TM^-ji 



ES 
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if=^ 



ffTTT 



^ <r *r < 



^ 



Laird if I will, The Laird of high de - gree, 



And jew • els so fair I may 



Pi a vi i J i i^-^^f- ^ 
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twine in my hair, And a La-dy ni snre - ly be; 



But Ohl where woald my heart be f In 



Pr iii ^ i ii ^^ 
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spite of my gems so gay, 



My heart it wonld break for some- bo - dy's sake, So I 






^ ^^^-^-^^^ 



:? 9 



^^^^^^ 



^ 



—I m — w.- — ^- 



Digitized by 



Google 



305 



^^M^^^T^n 



- ^ ^ > 



* ^ -i -4 






1_# 



think I had bet • ter say "Nay,** And I will mar-ry my own lore, my own loTe, my 



^ 



I. 



^-T 



F 












^^-£^^^i ?^• j^--^Jl,^ ^ Pi- ""-*-.! J 



i own lore, And I will mar • ry my own 



— 3^_aF-:]~j"-r 



m 



lore, For true of heart am I. 



3^^^-3f;- >i -LI- --^ 
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!ld VERSE. 



s - s 
C= L 



sr^n^zr 



7] 



JZt 



So the Laird maj mar • ry the La • dy, The La • dj of hifth de • 



gree. And Jew •els so fair she maj twine hi her hair; ' Thej are 






Je^eJL 



bet • ter for her than me. And gai • I7 111 dance at the bri • dal. I'll 

r- t -fc. _» . ..jt z«_ p — r- i 

Wilt Sa • na and AI • ice, aud 



|g^l£?__^« f- A- =z^ 1.± 

mer • ri • I7 dance 00 



the lea. 



Em - ma. Bat Don • aid shall dance with a»e! Anti I will mar • ry my, Ac 
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SdVEBSE. 
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EiE 



So the Laird he mar - ried the La - dy, the La - dy of high de - 



l#lil=M 



:t-r: 
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grec, 



And 



the low 



land 



las 



816 



he lov'd 



80 



well, 



li^ 
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— w- 
'For 



bode in her owd coqd - trj. 



oh! where woald my heart be," 



Was 



l!pl 



=?=ir 



JH-|pMW^ 



It 



e? - er her con - 8tant cry, 



If 



ey - er I'd dar'd to mar - ry the Laird, Why 



1^ 
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DoD - aid 



woold sure 
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die., 



So 



will 



ry my, Ac 
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BLUE-EYED MARY. 

So far as the wonb are (x>ncern<Hl, this very well-known wng is "without friendfl or home." The mtisio 
was an old German convivial w>iig for four voi<«t(. 



ILa. 



"^JzL^izIsl r:- :Cj3lH^in i&- . .t'-^Ji-^t uS 



l.**Come,t^ll roe, blae-ejed stran - ger, 8aj, whitb-er dost thoa roam?. 
a/*Comehere, Til hnj thy 6ow - ers, And ease thj hap-lfss lot;.... 



OVrthis wide world a 
Still wet with rer • nal 



pUjtf---^JL^'- -jF-MiSr^lv "^^ -dlf-^sW 
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^ 



-I- 



il.- 



r ♦ 



1 



ran - ger, Hast thou no friends, do home?** "Theycall'd roe, bine - ejed Ma 
show - ers, IMI buy for - get - me- not" *' Kind sir, then take the^ po 



ry, When 
sien, — They're 






-^t 



iJi 
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^=?=r--r"fr^ "Try- ^ t:^tz ^ i ^ ■ , , ,.,.— S SSy .^i^ :# :^-4# :#1 



9 7 9 ;» 9 9 



jt=^=- 
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friends and for - tune smiled; But, ah! how for- tones ya - ry! — I now am Sor- rowV child. " 
fad • ing, like my youth; But ne? - er, like the<te ros - cfi,Sball with- er Ma- ry'stmtbl' 






.rS 



J — ^ 



i ;^ i 7 7 7 



"Kind nir, then take tlu-so jKi^ies, 
They're fading like my youth; 

But never, like thr><e n*s<'s. 
Shall wither Marj^'s truth. 

" B<»m thu8 to ween my fortune, 
Tliouvrh poor, Til virtu<»UH pro\*e; 

I wirly leamwl this miitiou, 
That pity is not love. 



i^c^SfriTr-i^r 






•<j 



TS 



** liook up, thou poor fornaken, 
ril ^ve theo hou«*(» an* I home, 

AihI if I'm not mistakini, 
Thou'lt never wish to niara/' 

"Once more I'm happy Mary, 
Once m<ire hai4 fortune smiled * 

Who ne'er from virtue vary, 
May yet be fortune's child-'* 
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THE OLD ARM-CHAIR. 




And a lacrfd thing is that old arm-cnair." 



It wni in Kl.I/% ('o»k'h ^riHInxHl tlmt *'Tli«» OM Arm-Cliair " wn^ nialr va<':int l»v lirr nif^llirrV (W«th : 

I iIh* «l.iii.:lit( r\ lit'f w.i- ii«»t v«rv li:i|»|»v iiii»il. uitli tin' pnifil-* of lnT wriliii;:**. »«h«» li:vl l>«»iiir|it :\ luniftf ami 

\v Ihpm If u f'liiiniiini; \v*\u*'. W*- lln'ik of |i.r ;ilin»Ht tm tlir iw^Mi|i:int of thr ol'l anii-<*l.:iir lK*rwlf; liat 

I ih4 •■» fii.iiiv \« ir- -m«'«' «Mir oMii»tr\ uinn in, KniiK^-* S O^.jiukI, wn»lf fn»ni |yMi<i>*ii: ** Klixa Cook i* 
„ I _- I. _ .- • I .. *_-. .. ..I.I I - I . .. . • . I _ . r 1. I .. I I ._- - 1 •_! ^1^.^.^ 



. -. ixa Cook .. 

iim^iiM* li»r -a frank, l»niv»\ aii«l \varni-li.Mrt«*l ijirl, ftboill 
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twenty yenrs of ago, rather stmit and ^timly looking with a fare not handsome bnt very intelligent Her 
liair is black, an<l very luxuriant, her eyes pray ami full of ex|m'^Mi()n, ntul her mouth iml(>9<*ril«Dly sweet/^ 
A» she in a little out of fiL^thiou now-anlays, we are nlwayn Hur|>risi'<l ti) find how pleasant Iter writings are, 
and, e:^|)cciallv, how spiritt^d are some of her lyrics. She was Ixtm in I»n<lon in 1817, and oied in 
Wimbletlon, S^pt. 2:J, ISMl 

Hknkv Ki'KKELi., the famous comivis«»r, who made tlie air to which "The Ohl Arm-Chair" in net, wa« 
l)om in England abcNit 1812. He is said to have Uh^u of Jewish descent, but those who were intimate with 
him say that his featurm did not in<li<^te it. He l)cgan his pnifc^ssional life as a muHic-t€*arl)er, ami while he 
was pursuing tliat vocaticm in Birmingham, his talents so fus(*inate<l Mi'vs IsaMla Lloyd, daughter of a rich 
Quaker banker, who potwessed twenty-five thoitsaml dollars a year in her own right, that she ran away frr>m 
home and married him. Kush(*1| wn>te music for some of diaries Mackey's Miirititl lyrio<, and g«>t up a 
s(»ries of wmcerts which weiv very popular throughout the British Islands. Authorities differ n»s(ieiling hi» 
voice; ecmtemporary journals speak of its magnifii^nt quality an<l compaw, while a tnist worthy aixxnint say» 
that he sang effectively, without anything like a voice. He certainly liad iK)wer to move audicnciv, ami mm^h 
of his sucivm came from his selection <»f simple ami picturestiue words, which he rendennl with feeling ami a 
perfectly distinct utterance. He sang the pathetic and the rollicking with <H|ual succi*ss. 

Kits^oll vinittxl the Unite*! States about 1843, ami is still well rememlierwl here. Hecarrial home golden 
sjKiils; and after a few succes^sful tours in the old world, gave up the stage entin*ly and dev<»tiHl himself to a 
bu^ineHB more profitable even than that of a favorite singer. He became a bill-dis<\Kmter, wliat we hhould 
call a *' note-«haver/' in Ijomlon, and ama*«e^l an immen>e fortune. 
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link will start. Would ye learn 

God for my guide; She taught me 
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a moth - er 
my ear - li 



sat there, And a 
est prayer, As I 




sa - cred thing is that old arm - chair, 
knelt be - side that old arm - chair. 




I love it, I love it; and who shall dare 

To chide me for loving that old arra-chair? 

I've treasured it long as a sainted prize ; 

I Ve bedewed it with tears, and embalmed it with sighs ; 

'Tis bound by a thousand bands to my heart, 

Not a tie will break, not a link will start. 

Would you learn the s|)ell ? — ^a mother sat there. 

And a sacred thing is that old arm-chair. 

In childhood's hour I lingered near 

The hallowed seat with listening ear ; 

And gentle words that mother would give. 

To fit me to die, and teach me to live. 

She told me shame would never betide, 

With truth for my creed and Grod for my guide ; 

She taught me to lisp my earliest prayer. 

As I knelt beside that old arm-chair. 



I sat and watched her many a day. 

When her eye grew dim, and her locks were gray; 

And I almost worshipped her when she smiled. 

And turned from her Bible to bless her child. 

Years rolled on ; but the last one sped — 

My idol was shattered, my earth-star fled : 

I leanit how much the heart can bear. 

When I saw her die in that old arm-chair. 

'Tis past, His past, but I gaze on it now 
With quivering breath and throbbing brow; 
'Twas there she nursed me, twas there she died ; 
And memory flows with lava tide. 
Say it is folly, and deem me weak. 
While the scalding drops run down my cheek ; 
But I love it, I love it, and cannot tear 
My soul from a mother's old arm-chair. 
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"The MiNflTREt, Boy" w one of Thoma8 Moore's *' Irifth Meloilio*." It w mC co d e old Irish air 
called ** The Moreen." A eentleman who haH often heard M(K>re sing his own melodies, one evenin|r afiked 
him to copy a sonjr to pve him. '* Which cdiall it lie?" asked Moore, and when tlie gentleman re|>lied/'Tb6 
Minstrel Bov,'' *' Well, I think it is about the berft of them," said Moore. 
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THE BETTER LAND. 

Thb words of tbis eong were written by Mrs. Hemans; the musio was oomposed by her sister, Mbs^ 
Arkwrioht. 
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1. I hear thee speak of the bet-ter land^Thoa call'st its children a hap - pjband; 

2. Is it where the feath - er - y palm- trees rise, And the date grows ripe un-der snn - ny skies? Or 
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Moth-er, oh! where is that ra-diant shore? Shall we not seek it and weep no more? Is it 
midst the green is -lands of glit-t'ring seas; Where fra - grant for-ests per- fume the breeze, And 
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where theflow'rof the or - ange blows, And the fire - flies dance in the myr - tie boughs? Not 
strange bright birds on their star - ry wings Wear the rich hnes of all glo - rious thing? Not 
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I hear thee speak of the better land, 
Thou call'st its children a happy band; 
Mother, oh! where is that radiant shore? 
Shall we not seek it and weep no more? 
Is it where the flower of the orang<? blown, 
And the fire-flicH dnnce in the myrtle boughs? 
Not there I not there! my child. 

Is it where the feathery palm-trees ri-^, 
And the date ^rows ripe under sunny skies, 
Or midst the ^reen islands of glittering seas, 
Where fragant forests jierfume the brei»2<», 
And strange bright birds on their starr}* wings 
Wear tlie rich hues of all glorious things? 
Not there! notthen^I mv child. 



Is it far away in some region old, 

Where the rivers wander o'er sands of gold, 

And the burning rays of the niby shine. 

And the diamond lights up the secret mine, 

And tlie |)earl glows forth from the coral strand ? 

Is it there, sweet moClier, that i)etter laud ? 

Not tliere ! not there ! my chikl. 

Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy. 
Ear hath not heard its sweet songs of joy ; 
Dreams cannot picture a world so fair, 
Sorrow and death may not enter th«*re. 
Time may not breathe on its fadeless bloom ; 
For lieyond the clouils and beyond the tomb. 
It is there ! it is tliere ! my child. 
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WHEN THE KYE COMES HAME. 
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The precis dote of the birtli of James Hogg, author of tlie following]: song, is not known. He 
believed that he was born January 25, 1772, but the baptismal register of Ettriek, his native parish, records 
his baptism as ocxniring December 9, 1770. At six years old, he was bound out as cow-boy, and was paid 
for his first year's ser\'ii^ in "one ewe lamb, and a |>air of slux^." He had but six months' schooling, and 
when eigliteen years okl, taught himself to read. For practic»e in writing, he copied the Italian alphabet upon 
a \v^\yoT spread on his knees, his ink-lx)ttle being hung at his button-hole ; for he was on the hill-side watch- 
ing his sheep. When at last he ventureil to write out the verses that hail formed themselves in his mind, he 
flung off his coat and vest for the effort, and could put down but few lines at a sitting. He died November 
21, 18;W. In 1860, a monument was raiseil to his memory, on the margin of St, Mar^-'s Lake, in Ettrick 
Forest, where his early davs were msse*!. It consists of a statue that Represents the |>oet sitting on a gnarled 
oak roi>t, in di»ei> contemplation. The figure is on a lofty jKxU^stal, which bears appn>priate inscriptions, — 
among them, this from one of his own (K>ems : 

Flow, my Ell nek! it wns thf* 

iDto life tliat (irst did drop me; 
Tht»e V\\ sinjr, and wlion I dee, 

TIh>u wilt lend a »xi to hap me, 
Pas^inp swains wiU say, and weep, 

** Here our 5>hepheni lies asleep.*' 

To his pastoml song, which was first publislu^l in his novel entith^l "The Thnv IVrik of Man," Hog^ 
gnNT the name *' When the k\*e comr^ hame," and he says : ** 1 i Iuh^^ nuhor to violate a n\\v in gi^ammar, in 
the title ami chonis, than a SiH>ttish phni>e Si> c^>mmon that wIumi it is aliin^l into tlie pn>|vr way, every 
shepherd ami shephenrs swei^thi^'rt atxxMuit it nousi nso. 1 was omv siuginir at a wi>Mini: in great glee, 
• \\ hen the kx'e cvme hame,' when a tailor, si^ratrhing his lu^d, siiid it was a *tiTril»lo atVi\^ii way that. I 
stiKxi coriTotixl, and haN*© neN'er sung it so ai?iin.*' 

The air is an old one, with a ver}' JS(\>ti hy-soundinjj: name of ** Shaiuo tV th«^ c^^r and the Mathrie o't'* 
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Come, all ye Jolly shepherds, 

That whistle through the glen I 
I'll tell ye o' a secret 

That courtiers dinna ken: 
What is the greatest bliss 

That the tongue o* man can name? 
'Tis to woo a bonnie lassie 

When the kye comes hame ! 




'Tis not beneath the burgonet, 

Nor yet beneath the crown; 
'Tis not on couch o' velvet, 

Nor yet in bed o' down : 
^Tis beneath the spreading birk, 

In the glen witnout the name, 
Wi' a bonnie, bonnie lassie. 

When the kye comes hame. 

There the blackbird bigs his nest 

For the mate he lo'es to see. 
And on the tapmost bough 

Oh, a happy bird is he! 
There he pours his melting ditty, 

And love is a' the theme ; 
And he'll woo his bonnie lassie, 

When the kye comes hame. 

When the blewart bears a pearl, 

And the daisy turns a pea, 
And the bonnie lucken gowan 

Has fauldit up hisee, 
Then the laverock, frae the blue lift, 

Draps down and thinks nae shame 
To woo his bonnie lassie. 

When the kye comes hame. 

See yonder pawky shepherd, 

That lingers on the hill ; 
His yowes are in the fan Id, 

And his lambs are lying still ; 
Yet he downa gang to bed. 

For his heart is in a flame^ 
To meet his bonnie lassie. 

When the kye comes hame. 

When the little wee bit heart 

Rises high in the breast, 
And the little wee bit starn 

Rises red in the easr, 
Oh, thei'e's a joy sae dear 

That the heart can hardly frame ! 
Wi' a bonnie, bonnie lassie, 

When the kye comes hame. 

Then, since all nature joins 

In this love without alloy. 
Oh, wha wad pn>ve a traitor 

To Nature's dearest joy I 
Oh wha wad choost* a crown, 

Wi' its perils an' its fame. 
And miss his bonnie lassie, 

WIhmi the kvo comes hame? 
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This song, from a poem entitled ^Tbe Forest,'' by Ben Jonson, the English dramatist (1674-1637,) m 
translated from PhiloBtratus, a Greek poet of the second century. The air is from Mozart, and is the same 
as that to which '* County Guy'' is sung. 
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KITTY NEIL. 




The woptfc of " Kitty Neil ^ were written by John Fraxcis Watxeb, an Irish lawyer, anthor, and 
poet, who was bom in Limerick, 1810, He wrote much, and for many years edited the Dublin Universiig 
Maganne, to which he contributed largely nnder the nom de plume of ^' Jonatlian Freke Slingsby/' The 
music of the song is a &vorite Irish melody, entitled '^ Huish the cat from under the Table/' 
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par - isb is there, aod the dance is be • gin • ning; The sod is goiie dowa, bat the 




h'- -= 



full har - Tetit -111000 Shines sweet • ly and cool on the dew • whit - en'd Tal - ley, While 




4- 






1 



all the air rings with the soflilof-faigthingff.Eachlit* tie bird sings in the greensbad • ed al • ley.** 
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With a blti^ and a fltnile, Kitty itwe op, the while 

Her eye in the glaHn, as she bound her hair, 
glanring : 
Tin hard to refuse when a yoang lover »u«s 

So she oTHildn't bat choose to go off to the dancing. 
And now on the gacen the glad groups are spen. 

Each gay-hearted lad with the km of his 
cfaot thing; 

And Pat, without fail, leads out sweet Kitty Neil— 

Somehow, when he askrt, nhe ne'er thought of 

iffiLning. 

Now, Felix Mngee fmin his pip« to his knee, 

Ami, with flourinh so fnt*, m*ts eadi anjple in 

motion; 

With a chi'cr and a bound, the ladi pattiT the 
gHMind — 
The mnidfi mtive aixMjnd jui»t like dwann on tlie ocfan. 



Cheeks bright as the rose — feet light as the doe's — 

Now coyly retiring, now boldly ad\*ancin|^; 
Stiiivh the world all around, from the sky to the 
groumi, 

No such sight can be found as an Irish lass dancing! 

Sweet Kate! who couU view your bright eyes of deep 
blue. 

Beaming hnmi<lly through ihdr dark lashes m 
mildly. 

Your (air-turned arm, heaving breast, itiunderl form, 
Nor fo«*l his heart warm, and his mdM.'s thnib 
wildly? 
Poor Pat fcfU his heart, ma he gaiei«, depart, 
HuInIwhI by the lunart of such painful y<*t sweet 
love : 
The wiH>t leaver his e\'e, a« he rriwl with a i«igh, 
••Dance li^ht, fiir my heart it li«» under your feet, 
K.ve." 



Digitized by 



Google 



,N'V> 



318 



^•^'N « «,Y HOME 







i.i 



^ 9 t t t 



£11 

7 KT' 



t^ > ♦ 




Km, 



^ ^ am. sao^. 



2: 













I- >■ : 






; ^ 






^ .j r ^ 










: • - -• ::^ 




N N 



\ > 



An 




Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



520 



ERIN IS MY HOME. 



Thomas Haynbs Bayly wrote the following song. The music is a popular German air, arranged by 
Ignatz M08CHELE8, the eminent composer and pianist, who was bom in Prague in 1794. He left his 
^»untry for travel and study, and finally settled in London, where he died, March 10, 1870. His musical 
memoirs, edited by his wife, were published in New York, under the title " Recent Music and Musicians." 
Andante eitpremvo. 
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And ma - ny friends Pve met; 
And bos- cms pare as snow; 
Fd love her tran • qail shore; 
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more I wish to roam; 

more I wish to roam; 

dream of days to come; 
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Oh! steer my bark to E- rin's Isle, For 
Oh! steer my bark to E- rin's Isle, For 
Oh I steer my bark to E- rin's Isle, For 
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Ohl steer my bark to E - rin's Isle, 
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